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The Reader is defired to obſerve, that the paſſages omitted in the 
Repreſentation at the Theatres are here preſerved, and marked . 
with ĩnverted Commas ; as in Lines 12 and.13, Page 8, 
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L IKE hungry gueſts, a fitting audience looks ; 
Plays are like ſuppers : Poets are the cooks. 

The founders you : the table is this place 
The carwers we : the prologue is the grace. 
Each ad, a cour/e; each ſcene a different difh : 4 
Tho we're in Lent, I doubt you're ftill for fleſh. 
Satire's the ſauce, high-ſeaſon'd, ſharp and rough; 
Kind maſes and beaux, 1 hope you're pepper-proof. 
Wit is the avine; but tis ſo ſcarce the true, 
Poets, like wintners, balderdaſh and brew. 
Your ſurly ſcenes, where rant and Bloodſbed join, 
Are butcher's' meat, a battle a firloin < 
Your ſcenes of love, fo flowing, ſoft and chaſta, 
Are water-grudl, quithout ſalt or taſte. 
Bamway's fat n , which-tho* flale, can pleaſe : 
Your rakes love haut-gouts, like your dumm d French cheefe. / 
Your rarity for the Fair gueſt to gape on, | 
1s your nice Squeaker, or Italian capon ; 
Or your French virgin- pullet, garnifh'd round, 
And dreſi'd with ſauce of ſome—PFour hundred pound. 
An Opera, like an Olio, nicks the age ; 
Farce i the hafty-pudding of the ftage. 
For when you're treated with indifferent cheer, 
You can diſpenſe with flender flage-coach fare. 
A paftorals whifpt cream; flage-whims, mere traſh; 
And tragi-comedy, half fiſh and fleſs. 
But comedy, that, that's the darling cheer ; 
This night wwe hope you'll an Inconſtant bear : 
Wild fowl is if d in play-houſe all the year. 

Yet fince each mind betrays a diff rent taſte 
And every diſh ſcarce pleaſes eh ry gueſt, 
1f aught you reliſh, do not damn the reft. 

his favour crav'd, up let the muſic ftrike : 
You're welcome all Now fall to, where you like, 
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8 CE NE, The Street. 


Euter Dugard, and Bis Mar Petit i Ridin Habits. 


Dag 0 RAH, what's. a clock? 
Pet. Turn'd of eleven, fir. 

| Dug, No more! We have rid a ſwinging pace from 

Nemours ſince two this morning Petit, run to Rouſſeau s, 
1 beſpeak a dinner at a lewis d'or ahead, to be ready. 

y one. s 
Pet. How many will there be of you, fir? 

1 Eet me ſee, Mirabel one, Duretete two... myſelf: 

three 6 f 

Pet. And I four. | 5s 
Dag. How now, fir, at your old travelling familia- 
rt! When abroad, you had ſome freedom for want: 
A 3, of 


inherits your eſtate, He's very like you, upon my word. 
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of better company ; but among my friends at Paris, pray 


remember your diſtance—Begone, fir. — [Exit Petit. ] 


"This fellow's wit was neceſlary abroad, but he's too cun- 
ning for a domeſtic : I mult diſpoſe of him ſome way elſe. . 
— Who's here ?- Old Mirabel, and my ſiſter! my deareſt 


| ſiſter ! | 


Enter Old Mirabel and Oriana. 

Ori. My brother! welcome. | 

Dug. Monſieur Mirabel! I'm heartily glad to oe you: 

Old Mir. Honeſt Mr. Dugard, by the blood of the 
Mirabels, Pm your moſt humble ſervant, 

Dug. Why, fir, you've calt your ſkin ſure, you're 
briſk and gay, luſty health about you, no ſign of age but 
your ſilver hairs. 

Old Mir. Silver hairs! Then they are quick-filver . 
hairs, fir. Whilſt I have golden pockets, let my hairs 
be ſilver an they will. Adibud, lir, I can dance, and 
fing, and drink, and—no, I can't wench. But Mr. 
Dugard, no news of my ſon Bob in all your travels? 

Dag. Your ſon's come home, fir. _ 

Old Mir. Come home! Bob come home! By tha 
blood of the Mirabels, Mr. Dagard, what ſay ye? 

Ori. Mr. Mirabel return'd, fir. © 

Dug. He's certainly come, and you may ſee him with- 


In this hour or two. 


Old Mir.Swear it, Mr. Dugard, preſently ſwear it. 

Dug. Sir, he came to town with me this morning, I 
left him at the Bagnieurs, being a little diſorder'd after 
riding, and I ſhall ſee him again preſently. 

Old Mir. What! and he was aſham'd to aſk a bleſſing 
with his boots on. A nice dog! Well, and how fares 
the young rogue, ha ? 

Dug. A fine gentleman, fir. He'll be his own meſ- 
ſenger. 

Old Mir. A fine gentleman ! But is the rogue like me 


till? 


Dug. Why, yes, ſir; he's very like his mother, and 
as like you as moſt modern ſons are to their fathers. 

Old Mir. Why, ſir, don't you think that I begat him? 

Dag. Why yes, ſir; you married his mother, and he 


Ori. 
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Bris And pray brother, what's become of his honeſt 


companion, Duretete ? %%% OH EW, „ 
Dug. Who, the captain? The very ſame, he went 
abroad; he's the only Frenchman I ever knew that could 

not change. Your ſon, Mr. Mirabel, is more obliged 
to nature for that fellow's compoſition, than for his own * 
for he's more happy in Duretete's folly than his own wit. 
In ſhort, \ they are as inſeparable as finger and thumb; 


but the firſt inſtance in the world, I believe, of oppoſition 


in friendſhip. | | 


Old Mir. Very well; will he be home to dinner, 


think-ye? | e 
Dug. Sir, he has order'd me to beſpeak a dinner for 
us at Nouſſeau's, at a lewis d'or a head. . 
Old Mir. A lewis d'or a head! Well ſaid; Bob; by 
the blood of the Mirabels, Bob's improv'd. But Mr. Du- 
gard, was it ſo civil of Be6 to viſit Monſieur Royfſtau be- 


fore his own natural father? Eh, heark'e Oriana, what 


think you, now, of a fellow that can eat and drink ye a 


whole lewis d'or at a fitting? he muſt be as ſtrong as 
Hercules, life and fpirit in abundance. Before Gad I 
don't wonder at theſe men of quality, that their own- 


wives can't ſerve em. A lewis d'or a head! tis enough 
to ſtock the whole nation with baſtards, tis faith. 


Dugard, I leave you with your ſiſter. [Zeit. 
Dug, Well, fiſter, I need not aſk. you how you do, 
your looks reſolve me; fair, tall, well tiap'd ; you're 


almoſt grown out of my remembrance. 


Ori. Why, truly brother, I look pretty well, thank 
nature and my toilet; I have *ſcap'd the jaundice, 
green- ſickneſs, and the ſmall-pox;? I eat three meals a-' 
day, am very merry when up, and ſleep ſoundly when 


I'm down. - | 


Dug. But, ſiſter, you remember that upon my going IT 


abroad, you would chuſe this old gentleman for your 
guardianz he's no more related to our family, than: 


Preſter Fohn, and I have no reaſon: to think you miſtruſt- 


ed my management of your fortune : therefore pray be 
ſo kind as to tell me, without reſervation, the true cauſ2 
of making ſuch a choice. x 
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TER INCONSTANT; OR, | 
Ori. Look'e, brother, you were going rambling, and 


was proper, leſt I ſhould go a rambling too, that fome- 
body ſhould-take care of me. Old Monfieur Mirabel 


is an honeſt gentleman, was our father's friend, and 
has a young lady in his houſe, whoſe company I like, 


Du. Who Mademoiſelle By/arre? . 

Or. The ſame; we live ernily to ether, dur 
feandal or reproach; we make much of the old gentle- 
man between us, and he takes care of us; we eat what 


and-who has choſen him for bi guardian as Wort as I. 


: we like, go to bed when we pleaſe, rife when -we will, 


* all the week we dance and fing, and upon Sundays go 
* firſt to church, and then to the play. Now, brother, 
beſides theſe motives for chuſing this gentleman for my 
W perhaps I had ſome private reaſons. 
- Dug. Not ſo private as you imagine, ſiſter; your love 
oung Mirabel's no ſecret, I can aſſure you, but ſo 


public that all your friends are aſham'd on't. 


Ori. O my word then, my friends are very baſhful ; 
tho' I'm afraid, fir, that thoſe people are not aſham'd 


| Enongh at their own crimes, who have ſo many hes. 


to ſpare for the faults of their neighbours. 
+ Dag. Ay, but ſiſter, the people ſay 9 
Ori. Paw, hang the people, they'll talk 8 


and . their Maker; muſt we therefore infer, that 


our king is a tyrant, and | religion. acheat? Look'e, bro- 


ther, their court of 1 uiry is a tavern, and their infor- 


mer, claret: they think as they drink, and ſwallow re- 
putations like loaches; a lady's. health goes - briſkly 
round with the glaſs, but her honour 1s loſt in the 


. Dug. 47 but ſiſter, 15885 1 is fill famethiog— 

Orr If there be ſomething, brother, tis none of the 
people's ſomething; marriage. is my ching, and III 
ſtick tot. 

: Du Marriage Voung Mirabel marry ! He'll build 
churches ſooner. Take heed, fiſter, tho! your honour 
ſtood proof to his home-bred aſſaults ; ; you mult keep a 
ſtricter guard for the future: he has now got the foreign. 
air, and the Lalian ſoftneſs; his wit's improved by 
converſe, his behaviour finiſhed by obſervation, and hi- 
ü aſſurances 


5 


a Sed by ice "Siſter; Te can We INT you, | 
he has made his conqueſts ; and tis a plague upon your 
ſex, to be the ſooneſt deceiv'd by thoſe very. men that- 
you know have been falſe to others. 

* Ori. Then why. will you tell me of his. conqueſts 2” 
« for I muſt confeſs there is no title to a woman's fa- 
© vour ſo engaging as the repute of a handſome diſſimu- 
lation; there is ſomething of a pride to ſee a fellow 
lie at our feet, that has triumph'd over ſo many; and 
then, I don't know, we fancy he muſt have ſomething 
extraordinary about him to pleaſe us, and that we 
have ſomething” engaging about us to ſecure, him; ſo. 
ve can't be quiet till we put ourfelves upon the lay of 
„being both diſappointed. | 

© Dug. But then, ſiſter, he's as fickle—- _ oy 

Ori. For heav'ns ſake, brother, tell me no mote” of 
his faults; for if you do, I ſhall run mad for him: ſay 
no more, fir, let me but get him into the bands of ma- 
trimony, P11 ſpoil his wand'ring,.I warrant him, I'II do 
his buſineſs that. way, never fear. 

Dug. Well, ſiſter, I: won't pretend to underſtand the 
engagements between you and your lover; I expect 
when you have need of my counſet or aſſiſtance, 0 
will let me know more of your affairs. Mirabel is a 
gentleman, and as far as my honour and intereſt can 
reach, you may command me to the furtherance of 'your 
happineſs: in the mean time, ſiſter, I have a great mind 
to make. you a -preſent. of another humble ſervant : a 
fellow that. I took up at Lyons, who has * me ho- 
neſtly ever ſince. 

i. Then why will you part with him? 

. He has gain'd ſo inſufferably on my good huz 
mour, that he's grown too familiar; but Is fellow's- 
cunning, and may be ferviceable to you in Your affair 
with Mirabel. Here he comes. 

Enter Petit. 
Well, ſir, have you been at Rouſſeau” 75 
| Pet. Yes, fir, and who ſhould I find there as Mr. 
Mirabel and the captain, hatching as warmly over a tub 
of ice, as two hen pheaſants over a brood They 
9 would 
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would not let me beſpeak any thing, for they had dined 


bervre T came... © ED Ps IE 
_ Dug. Come, fir, you ſhall ſerve my ſiſter, I ſhall ſtill 
continue kind to you; and if your lady recommends 
your diligence de: trial, Il uſe my intereſt to advance 
17 ; you have ſenſe enough to expect preferment. 
ere, firrah, here's ten guineas for thee, get thyſelf a 
drugget ſuit and a puff-wig, and ſo I dub thee gen- 
tleman uſher.—Sifter, I muſt put myſelf in.repair, you 
may expect me in the evening Wait on your lady 
home, Petit. | [Exit Dug. 
Per. A chair, a chair, a chair! 285 
Ori. No, no, I'II walk home, tis but next door. 
N 5 , | 9 5 [Exeunt. 


if 


SCENE à tavern, diſcovering young Mirabel and 
2 6 Duretete ing from table. 5 
Mir. Welcome to Paris once more, my dear captain, 
we have eat heartily, drank roundly, paid plentifully, 
and let it go for once. I lik'd every thing but our wo- 
men, they look'd fo lean and tawdry, poor creatures ! 
Tis a ſure ſign the army is not paid. Give me the 
plump Feselian, briſk and ſanguine, that * ſmiles upon 
* me like the glowing ſun, and* meets my lips like 
parkling wine, her perſon ſhining as the glaſs, and ſpi- 


tit like the foaming liquor. 


Dur. Ah, Mirabel, Italy J grant you; but for our 
women here in France, they are ſuch thin brawn fall'n 
jades, a man may as well make a bed-fellow of a cane 
chair. N 

Mir. F range / a light unſeaſon'd country, nothing 
but feathers,” foppery, and faſhions; © we're fine in- 
* deed, fo are our coach-horfes ; men ſay we're cour- 
tiers, men abuſe us; that we are wiſe and politic, non 


© exedo Seigneur that our women have wit; parrots, 


mere parrots, aſſurance and a good memory, ſets 
« them up: There's nothing on this ſide the Alps 
Worth my humble ſervice t'ye Ha Roma la Santa“ 
Italy for my money; their cuſtoms, gardens, buildings, 


N muſic, policies, wine and women! the para- 


iſe of the world: — not peſter'd with a parcel of pre- 
ciſe old gouty fellows, that would debar their _ 
ren 
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dren every pleaſure that they themſelves are paſt the 


ſenſe of: commend me to the IJralian familiarity : here, 
ſon, there's fifty aka go pay your whore her week's 
allowance. 


Dur. Ay, theſe are your fathers; for you, that under- | 


ſtand the neceſſities of young men; not like our muſty 
dads, who becauſe they cannot fiſh themſelves, would 
muddy the water, and ſpoil the ſport of them that can. 
But now you talk of the Fan what d'ye think of a 
Dutch woman? | 

Mir. A Dutch woman's too compact; nay, . every. 


thing among em is ſo; f Dutch man 1s thick, a Duich 


woman is ſquab, a Dutch horſe is round, a Dutch dog is 
ſhort, a I ſhip is broad-bottom'd ;. and, in ſhort, - 


one wou'd ſwear the whole product of the country were 
caſt in the ſame mould with their cheeſes. 


Dur. Ay, but. Mirabel, you, have forgot the Engliſh 


ladies. 
Mir. The women of England were excellent, did they. 
not take ſuch unſufferable pains to ruin what nature has 


made ſo incomparably well; they would be delicate 


creatures indeed, cou'd they but thoroughly arrive at 
the French mien, or entirely let it alone; for they only 


ſpoil a very good air of their own, by a aukward imi- | 


tation of ours; their parliaments and our taylors give 
laws to their three kingdoms. . But come, Duretete, let 
us mind the buſineſs in hand; miſtreſſes we muſt have, 
and muſt take up with the manufaQure of the place, and 
upon a competent diligence we ſhall find td 

ſhall match the, /za/zans'from top to toe. 


Dar. Ay, Mirabel, you will do well enough, ay 


what will become of your friend; you know Tam ſo 
plaguy baſhful, fo naturally : an als upon theſe occaſions, 
that— 


Mir. Phaw, you muſt be bolder, man : travel three - 


years, and bring home ſuch a baby as baſhfulneſs;! A 
great luſty fellow! and a ſoldier! fye upon it. 


Dur. Look'e, fir, I can viſit, and I can ogle a 1 | 


—as. thus, or thus now. — Then: I can kiſs, abundanely, ! 
and make a ſhift to but if they chance to give me a 
forbidding look, as ſome women, you know, have a 
cevilith caſt with their eyes—or if they cry—what d' ye 
A 6 mean; 


in Paris 


| 
f 
| 
| 
| 
1 
| 
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mein ; what d'ye take me for? Fye, fir, remember 
who I am, fir——A 1 quality to be us'd at this 


rate! Lgad I'm ſtruck as flat as a frying- pan. 


Mir. Words o' courſe! never mind em: turn you 
about upon your heel with a jantee air; hum ont the 
end of an old fong ; cut a croſs caper, and at her again. 

Dur. | Imitates him.] No hang it, twill never . 
Oons, what did my father mean by ſticking me up in 


an univerſity, or to think that I ſhou'd gain any thing 


by my head, in a nation whoſe genius lies all in their 
heels! Well, if ever I come to have children of my 


own, they ſhall have the education of the country, they 


ſhall learn to dance before they can walk, and be taught 
wn RD niet 

Mir. Come, come, throw off that childiſh humour, 
put on aſſurance, there's no avoiding it; ſtand all ha- 


Zards, thou'rt a ſtout luſty fellow, and haſt a good eſtate, 


look bluff, hector, you have a good ſide-box face, a 
pretty impudent face; ſo that's pretty well. —This fel- 
low went abroad hike an ox, and is return'd like an 
1 C 
Dur. Let me ſee now, how I look, | Pulls out a pocket- 
laſs, and looks on't.] A ſide-box face, ſay you !—"Egad. 
don't like it, Mirabel. —Fye, fir, don't abuſe your 
friends, b cou'd not wear ſuch a face for the beſt coun- 
teſs in Chriftendom., _ . 
Mir. Why can't you, blockhead, as well as I? 
Dur. Why, thou haſt impudence to ſet a good face 
upon any thing, I wou'd change half my gold for half 
2 , with all my heart. Who comes here? Odſo, 
Mirabel, your father! 3 T 
| . Enter Old Mirabel: 
Ola ir. Where's Bob dear Bo . 
Mir. Vour bleſſing, fir. . 
Ola Mir. My Bleſſing! Damn ye, ye young rogue; 


8 


- why did not you come to ſee your father firſt, firrah ? My 


dear boy, I am heartily glad to ſee thee, my dear child, 
faith—Capt. Duretete, = the blood of the Mirabelt, 
Fm your's ; well, my lads, ye look bravely faith.— Bob, 
daſt got any money left? | 
Mir. Not a farthing, fir, | 
. Old 
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Old Mir. Why, then TI won't gi” thee a ſouſe. 5 9 


Mir. I did but jeſt, here's ten piſto le. 

O⁴ Mir. Why, then here's ten more; I love to ho 
charitable to thoſe that don't want it —Well, and how 
d'ye like Traly, my boys? 

Mir. O the * of the la, fly 3; ade Naples... 
Vrnice, Milan, and a thouſand others—all ne. 

Old Mir. Ay, ſay you ſo! And they. ſay, that Chiari- 
is very fine too. 

Dur. Indifferent, ſir, very indifferent; * very ſcurvy” 
air, the moſt unwholeſome 0.4 French. conſtitution in 
the world. ' © 

Mir. Pſhaw, nochin g on't. 0 3 theſe raſeally Ganetteers- 
have miſinform*d you. 

Old Mir. Miſinform'd me! Qons, fir, were not we 
beaten there ? | 58 

Mir. Beaten, fir * 8 besten ! PIE 

Old Mir. Why, how was it, pray ſweet fir ?: 

Mir. Sir, the captain will tell you: 

Dur. No, far, your fon will tell you. 

Mir. The captain was in the action, fir;. 

Dur. Vour ion ſaw more than I, fir, for he was a 
looker on. 

Old Mir. Confound you both far a brace. e I 
here are no Germans to over-hear you ; why don't ye tell 
me how it was ? 

Mir. Why, then you muſt know, that we march'd up- 
a body of the fineſt, braveſt, well-dreſs'd fellows in the 
univerſe 3 our commanders at the head of us, all lace 
and feather, like ſo many beaux at a ball—I dont believe 


there was a man of em but cou'd dance a Charmer mor- 


bleau. 
Old Mir. Dance ! very. well, pretty fellows, faith! 
Mir. We caper'd up to their very trenches, . and there 
ſaw peeping over a parcel of ſcare crow, olive-colour'd 
gunpowder. fellows, as ugly as the devil. 
Dur. I-gad, I ſhall never forget: the looks of mz. 
while I have breath to fetch. 
Mir. They were ſo civil, 1 as to. welcome us 


with their cannon; but for the reſt, we found em ſuch 


unman- 


I 


) 


| ee rude, ee eu that we grew tir'd 
of their company, and ſo we e'en. danc'd back ae 


Ola Mir. And did ye all come bac?! 

Mir. No, two or three thouſand an” us > Ray'd behind, : 

Old Mir. Why, Bob, why? _ 1 

Air. Pſhaw—becauſe they cou'd not come that night. | 
But come, fir, we were talking of ſomething elſe ; pray | 
how does you lovely charge, the fair Oriava? 

Old Mir. Ripe, fir, juſt ripe ; you'll find it better 


engaging-with-her-than with the Germans, let me tell you. 


And what wou'd you ſay, my young Mars, if I had a 
Venus for thee too? Come, Bob, your apartment is ready, 
and pray let your friend be my gueſt too, you ſhall com- 
mand the houſe between ye, and III be as. N as che ö 
beſt of you. 

Mir. Bravely ſaid, father. 
Let miſers bend their age with niggard cares, 
And ſtarve themſelves to pamper hungry heirs ; 
Who living, ſtint their ſons what youth may crave, 
And make 'em revel o'er a father's grave, 
© The ſtock on which I grew does ſtill diſpenſe 
Its genial ſap into the blooming branch ; 

The fruit, he knows, from his own root is grown, | 


* 


And therefore ſooths thoſe paſſions once his own.” . , 


* xeunt. 


EF 
8 ENE, Old Mirabel's bouſe. 


E nter Oriana and Biſarre. 


— 


Bifi. ND you love this young rake, he: pe 

Ori. Ves. i 

Bi In ſpight of all his ill uſage. 
Ori. I can't help it. | 

Bi/. What's the matter wi'ye? | 


ON. 
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Ori. F | Is \ - vox 

Bi. Um !—before that any young, lying, ſwearing, 
flattering, rakehelly fellow ſhould play ſuch tricks with 
me, I wou'd wear my teeth to the ſtumps with lime and 
chalk.—O, the devil take all your Caſſandras and Clev- 
patras for -me.—Prithee mind your airs, ' modes, and 
faſhions ; your ſtays, gowns and furbelows. Hark' ee, my 
dear, have you got home your furbelow'd fmocks yet? 

Ori. Prithee be quiet, Biſarre; you know I can be as 
mad as you when this Mirabel is out of my head. 

Bi. Pſhaw ! wou'd he were out, or in, or ſome way 
to make you eaſy.—I warrant now, you'll play the fool 
when he comes, and ſay you love him; el! 

Ori. Moſt certainly, —I can't difſemble, Biſarreꝛ — 
beſides, tis paſt that, we're contracted. = | 

Bi/. Contracted! alack-a-day, poor thing. What you 

have chang'd rings, or broken an old . br#ad-p:ece be- 
tween you! Heark'e, child, han't you broke ſomething 
elſe between ye ? rn 5 ys 
Ori. No, no, I can affure you. . 
Biſ. Then, what d'ye whine for? Whilſt I kept that 
in my power, I wou'd make a fool of any fellow in 
France. Well, I muft confeſs, I do love a little coquet- 
ting with all my heart! my buſineſs ſhould be to break 
gold with my lover one hour, and crack my promiſe 
the next; he ſhou'd find me one day with a prayer-book 
in my hand, and with a play-book another. . He ſhou'd 
have my conſent to buy the wedding-ring, and the next 
moment wou'd I laugh in his face. "201 

Ori. O my dear, were there no greater tye upon my 
heart, than there is upon my conſcience, I wou'd ſoon 
throw the contract out o' doors; © but the miſchief on*t 
is, I am ſo fond of being ty'd that I'm forc'd to be 
* juſt, and the ſtrength of my paſſion keeps down the in- 
* clination of my ſex.“ But here's the old gentleman. 

| Enter Old Mirabel. | | 
Old Mir. Where's my wenches ; where's my two lit- 
tle girls: Eh! have a care, look to yourſelves, faith; 
they're a coming, the travellers are a coming. Well! 
Which of you two will be my daughter-in-law now, 
1 5 . B. ſarre, 
— | 


& 
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_ Bifarre, Biſarre, what tay yau, mad-cap? 2 Mirabel Is ai 
pure wild fellow. 
B.. I hke him the worſe: - | 
Ola Mir. You lie, huſſey, you like him the Wan in 
deed you do: What ſay you, my t'other little filbert? he! 
Ori. I ſuppoſe the gentleman will chuſe for himſelf fir. 
Old Mir. Why, that's diſcreetly faid ; and ſo he ſhall. 
Enter Mirabel and Duretete, they Ae the ladies. 
Por by Mir. Hark'e, you ſhall marry one of- theſe 2 9755 
a 
Mir. Sir, I'll marry *em- both, if you pleaſe, 
Bij. | Afide.] He'll find that one may ſerve his turn. 
Ola Mir. Both! Why, you young dog, d'ye banter 
me ?—Come, fir, take your choice. Duretete, you ſhall 
have your choice too; but Robin ſhall chuſe firſt. Come; 
ſir, begin. 
Mir. Well, I hid the firſt ſon that has made his father's: 
dwelling a bawdy-houſe—let- me lee. | 
Old Mir. Well! which d'ye like ? 
Mir. Both. 
Old Mir. But which will you marry? 
Mir. Neither. | 
Old Mir. Neither Don't make me angry now, Bos; 
pray don't make me angry.—Look'e, ſirrah, if I don't 
dance at your wedding to-morrow, I- ſhall be very glad 
to cry at your grave. | 
Mir. That's a bull, father. 
Old Mir. A bull! Why, how now, ungrateful fir, 
did I make thee a man, that thou ſhouldſt make me a 
beaſt. - 
Mir. Yow pardon, fir. I only meant your expreſſion. 
Old Mir. Hark'e, Bob, learn better manners to your 
father before ſtrangers : I won't be angry this time. — 
But oons, if ever you do't again, you raſcal, remember 
what I ſay. [Exit. 
Mir. Pſhaw, what does the old fellow mean by mew- 
Ing me up here with N of green girls? Come, 
Duretete, will * go? ? 3 3 
Ori. 1 hope Mr. Mirabel, you han't forgot. — 
5 Mir. 25 madam, I han't forgot, I have brought 
you a thouſand little Italian curioſities; 'I aflure you, 
madam, as far as a hundred piſtoles would reach, I han't 


forgot the leaſt circumſtance, 


Ori. 
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Ori. Sir, you miſunderſtand me. . 

Mir. Odſo, the relics, madam, from 8 1 do 
remember now you made a vow of chaſtity before my 
departure; a vow of chaſtity, or ſomething like it; was 
it not, madam? 

Or. O fir, Pm anfwer d at preſent. 323 

Mir. She was coming full mouth upon me with her 
contract.— Would I might diſpatch t' other. | 

Dur. Mirabel that lady there, obſerve her, ſhe's 
wond'rous pretty faith, and ſeems to have but few words; 
1 her mainiy; ſpeak to her, man, prithee ſpeak to 

er | 

Mir. Madam, here's a gentleman, who declares— 

Dar. Madam, don't believe him, I declare r 
What the devil do you mean, man?; 

Air. He ſays, — that you are as beautiful as. an 
angel. 

Dur. He tells a damn'd lye, madam; I ſay no ſuch 
thing: Are you mad, Mira el? Why, I ſhall Op gown. 
with ſhame. 

Mir. And ſo, W not doubting but your lady- 
ſhip may like him as well as he does you, I think it pro- 
per to leave you together. [ Going, Duretete holds bim. 

Dur. Hold, hold—— Why, Mirabel, friend, ſure you 
won't be ſo barbarous as to leave me alone. Prithee 
ſpeak. to her for yourſelf, as it were. Lord, lord, that 
a Frenchman ſhould want impudence ! ; 

Mir. You look mighty demure, madam— She's deaf, 
captain. 

Dur. J had much rather have her dumb. 

Mir. The gravity of your air, madam, promiſes ſome 
extraordinary fruits from your ſtudy, which moves us 
with curioſity to enquire the ſubject of your ladyſhip' 8 
contemplation. Not a word! 

Dur. J hope in the Lord ſhe's ſpeechleſs ; ; if ſhe be, 
ſhe's mine this moment. Mirabel, dye think a woman's: 
{ilence can be natural ? | 

Bi/. But the forms that logicians introduce, and 
which proceed from ſimple enumeration, are dubitable,, 
and proceed only * admittance— 


Mir. 


1 
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Mir. Hoyty toyty! what a plague. have we hear ? 
Plate in petticoats, 

Dur. Ay, ay, let her go on, man ; 3 the talks i in my 
own mother tongue. 

Bij. *Tis expoſed to invalidity FN A contradictory ; 
inſtance, looks only upon common 3 and 1s 
infinite in its termination. d | 

Mir. Rare pedantry. 

Dur. Axioms l axioms f ſelf load principles. 

Bi. Then the ideas wherewith the mind is pre- occu- 
pate.— O gentlemen, I hope you'II pardon my Cogita- 
tion; I was involv'd in a profound point of philoſophy; 


but T ſhall diſcuſs it ſomewhere elſe, being ſatisfy'd that 


the ſubject i is not agreeable to your l that profeſs 
the vanity of the times. [ Exit. 
Mir. Go thy way, good wife Bias: Do you hear, 


Duretete? 2 hear this ſtarch'd piece of auſte- 


1 
Dur. She is mine, man; he s mine: My own talent 
to a T. I'll match her in dialects, faith. I was ſeven 
years at the univerſity, man, nurs'd up with Barbara, 
Celarunt, Darii, Ferio, Baralipton. Did you ever know, 
man, that *twas metaphyſics made me an aſs? It was, 
faith. Had ſhe talk'd a word of ſinging, dancing, plays, 
faſhions, or the like, I had founder'd at the ure ſtep ; 
but as ſhe is Mirabel. with me joy, 0 

Mir. Vou don't mean marriage, I hope. 

Dur. No, no, I am a man os more honour. 

Mir. Bravely reſolv'd, captain, now for thy credit, 5 
warm me this frozen ſmow-ball, 'twill be a conqueſt 
above the Alps. | 

Dur. But will you promiſe to. be always near me. > 

Mir. Upon all occaſions, never fear. 

Dur. Why then, you ſhall ſee me in two moments. 
make an induction from my love to her hand, from 
her hand to her mouth, from her mouth to her heart, 
and ſo conclude in her bed, Categorematice. [| Exit. 

Mir. Now the game begins, and my fool 1s enter'd 
—— But here comes one to ſpoil my ſport ;. now-ſhall I 
be teas'd to death with this old faſhion'd contract. 1 


ads love her too, if I might do it my own * 


* 
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ſhe'll do nothing without witneſſes, forſooth. I wonder 
women can be ſo immodeſt. - N 
aer Oriana. 
Well, madam, why d'ye follow me? 

Ori. Well, fir, why do you ſhun me? 

Mir. *Tis my humour, madam, and I'm naturally 
ſway'd by inclination. | 0 

Ori. Have you forgot our contract, fir ? 

Mir. All I remember of that contract is, that it was 
made ſome three years ago, and that's enough in con- 
ſcience to forget the reſt on't. 

Ori. *Tis ſufficient, fir, to recolle& the paſſing bf it; 
for in that circumſtance, I preſume, lies the force of 
the obligation, | 

Mir. Obligations, madam, that are forc'd upon the 
will, are no tye upon the conſcience ; I was a flave to 
my paſſion when I paſs'd the inſtrument ;, but the reco- 
very of my freedom makes the contract void, 

Ori. Sir, you can't make that a compulſion which 
© was your own Chaice; beſides, ſir, a ſubjection to 
© your own deſires has not the virtue of a forcible con- 
« ftraint: And you will find, fir, that to plead your paſ- 
* ſion for the killing of a man, will hardly exempt you 
* from the juſtice of the puniſhment. Ty 

Mir. And fo, madam, you make the fin of murder, 
© and the crime of a contract, the very ſame, becauſe 
that hanging and matrimony are fo much alike.” 

Ori. Come, Mr Mirabel, theſe expreſſions I expected 
from the raillery of your humour, but I hope for very 
different ſentiments from your honour and generoſity. 

Mir. Look'e, madam, as for my generoſity, tis at 
your ſervice, with all my heart: I'll keep you a coach 
and ſix horſes, if you pleaſe, only-permit me to keep 
my honour to myſelf ; for I can aſſure you, madam, 
that the thing called hongur is a circumſtance abſolutely 
unneceſſary in a natural correſpondence between male 
and female, and he's a mad-man that lays it out, confi- 
dering its ſcarcity, upon any ſuch trivial occaſions. 
There's honour requir'd of us by our friends, and ho- 
nour due to cur enemies, and they return it to us again; 
but J never heard of a man that left but an inch of his 

| | honour 


3 
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Honour in a woman's keeping, that could ever get the 
leaſt account onꝰ t. ! Conſider, madam, you have no 
* ſuch thing among ye, and 'tis a main point of policy 
to keep no faith with reprobates—thou art a pretty 
little reprobate, and ſo get thee about thy buſineſs.* 
Ori. Well, fir, ev'n all this I will allow to the gaiety 
of your temper ; your travels have improv'd your ta- 
lent of talking, but they are not of force, I hope, to, 
impair your morals. _ 29 7” vp 
Mir. Morals ! Why there tis a ain now—T tell thee, 
child, there is not the leaſt occaſion for morals in any 
buſineſs between you and 1 Don't you know, that of 


all commerce in the world there is no ſuch coz& age 


and deceit as in the traffic between man and woman ; 
we ſtudy all our lives long how to pat tricks upon one 


another What is your bufineſs now from the time you 
_ © throw away your artificial babies, but how to get natu- 


ral ones with the moſt advantage !'—No fowler lays: 
abroad more nets for his game, nor a hunter for his prey, 
than you do to catch poor innocent men Why do you 


< fit three or four hours at your toilet in a morning? 
_ © only with a villainous deſign to make ſome poor fellow 
a a fool before night. What are your languiſhing looks, 


« your ſtudied air and affectations, but fo many baits and 


devices to delude men out of their dear liberty and 
_ * freedom ?*—What dye figh for? What d'ye weep for? 


What d'ye pray for? Why, for a hnſband : that is, you 


 implore Providence to aſſiſt * in the juſt and pious 


deſign of making the wiſeſt of his creatures a fool, and 
the head of the creation a ſlave.. | 
Ori. Sir, J am proud of my power, and am reſolv'd. 


to uſe it. 


Mir. Hold, hold, madam, not fo faſt As you have 
variety of vanities to make coxcombs of us; fo we 
have vows, oaths, and proteſtations of all ſorts and 
ſizes to make fools of you. As you are very ſtrange 
« and whimſical creatures, ſo we are allow'd as unac- 
© countable ways of managing you.“ And-this, in ſnort, 
my dear creature, is our preſent condition. I have 
ſworn and ly'd briſkly to gain my ends of you; your. 
ladyſhip has patch'd and painted violently, to gain 3 
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ends of me.— But, ſince we are both diſa pointed, let 

us make a drawn battle, and part clear on Doch ſides. 

Ori. With all my heart, ſir; give me up my contrakt, 
and [I'll never ſee your face again. 

Mir. Indeed I won't, child. 

Ori. What, fir, neither do one nor t'other ? 

Mir. No, you thall die a maid, unleſs you pleaſe b. to 
be otherwiſe upon my terms. | 

Ori. What do you intend by this, fir? | 

Mir. Why, to ſtarve you into compliance ; Yook'e, 
you ſhall never marry any man ; and you had * goed 
let me do you a kindneſs as a ſtranger. | 

Ori. Sir, you're a — | 

Mir. What am I, miſtreſs ?. 

Ori. A villain, fir? | 

Mir. I'm glad on't—I never knew an honeſt fellow 
in my life, but was a. villain upon theſe occaſions. 
Ha'n't you drawn yourſelf now into a very pretty di- 
lemma ? Ha, ha, ha! the pour lady has made a vow of 
virginity, when ſhe thought of making a vow for the 
contrary. Was ever poor woman ſo cheated into chaſtity? 

Ori. Sir, my fortune is equal to yours, my friends as 
powerful, and both ſhall be put to the teſt, to do * 
juſtice. 


Mir. What ! you'll force me to mary you, will ye ? 

Ori. Sir, the law ſhall. 

Mir. But the law can't force me to do any thing _ | 
can it ? 

Ori. Pſhaw, f defi iſe 8 

Mir. Kiſs and be {5h then—Don't cry, child, and 
you ſhall have your ſugar-plumb—Come, madam, d' ye 
think I could be ſo unreaſonable as .to make you faſt 
all your life long ? No, I did but jeſt, you ſhall have 


your liberty; here, take your contract, and give me 
mine. 


5 1 | EE | 
Mir. Eh! What is the girl a fool? 
Ori. No, fir, you ſhall find me cunning enough to do 
myſelf juſtice; and ſince I muſt not depend upon your 


love, Pll be reveng'd, and force you to marry me out of 
ſpight. 22 


Mir, | 
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Mir. Then I'll beat thee out of ſpight ; ; and make a. 
moſt confounded huſband. 
Ori. O fir, I ſhall match ye: a good huſband makes 
a good wife at any tine. 
Mir. I'Il rattle down your lite about your ears. 
Ori. And Fl rattle about the city to run you in debt 


for more. 


Mir. Your face-mending toilet ſhall fly out of the 
window. 

Ori. And your face-mending perriwig ſhall fly after it. 

Mir. III tear the furbelow off your clothes, and when 
you ſwoon for vexation, you ſha'nt have a penny to buy 


a bottle of harts-horn. | 
Ori. And you, fir, ſhall have kars-boen' in abundance. 


Mir. Il keep as many miſtreſſes as I have coach- 


horſes. 


Ori. And PII keep as many gallants as you have grooms. 

Mir. I'll lie with your woman before your face. 

Ori. Have a care of your valet behind your back. 

Mir. But, ſweet madam, there 1 1s Tuck a thing as a di- 
vorce. 

Ori. But, ſweet fir, there 3 is ſuch a MON as alimony, 
ſo divorce on, and ſpare not. [ Exit. 

Mir. Ay, that ſeparate maintenance is the devil——. 
there's their refuge o my conſcience, one wou'd take 


cuckoldom for a meritorious action, becauſe the women 


are fo handſomely rewarded for't. "IB 
SCENE changes to a large parlour in the ſame. houſe. 
Enter Duretete and Petit. 
Dur. And ſhe's mighty peeviſh, yon ſay ? . 
Per. O fir, ſhe has a tongue as long as my leg, and talks 
ſo erabbedly, you wou'd think ſhe always ſpo e Welſh. 
Dur. That's an odd language, methinks, for her phi- 


loſophy. 


Pet. But ſometimes ſhe will ſit you half a day without 
ſpeaking a word, and talk oracles all the while by the 
wrinkles of her forehead, and the motions of her eye- 
brows. 

Dur. Nay, I ſhall match her in philoſophical ogles, 
faith; that's my talent: I can talk belt, you muſt know, 
when 1 ſay nothing. 


. Pet. 


HR WAY To wIN HIM.. — 


Pet. But d'ye ever laugh, fir ? 
Dar. Laugh? Won't ſhe endure laughing? _ 
Pet. Why ſhe's a critic, fir, ' ſhe hates a jeſt, for fear 
it ſhould pleaſe her ; and nothin keeps her in humour 
but what gi s her the ſpleen. And then for logic, and 
all that, you know—— | 
Dur. Ay, ay, I'm KATY I have been practiüng 
hard words, and nonſenſe, this hour to entertain her. 
Per.” Then place yourſelf behind this ſcreen, that you 
may have a view of her behaviour before you begin. 
Dyr.Tlong to engage her, left Iſhou'd forget my leſſon. 
Pet. Here ſhe comes, fir, I'muſt fly. | 
LS Pet. and Dur. fand. . ; behind the curtain. 
| Enter Biſarre and maid. 5 
Bi/ Vith a book] Pſhaw, hang books, they ſour our 
temper, ſpoil our eyes, and ruin our complections. 
7 hrows away the book. 
Dur. Eh! ! the devil ſuch.a word is there in all Arifotle. 
Biſ. Come, wench, let 8 be free, call in the nadle, 
there'e no body near us. 
Enter F iadler. | 
Due. Wou'd to the Lord there was not. 
Vi. Here, friend, a minuet !—quicker time! ha 
wou'd we had a man or two. 
Dur. [Stealing away.] You ſhall have the devil ſooner, 
my dear dancing philoſopher. 
Bi. Uds my life * Here's one. | 
[Runs to Dur. and hauls him Bact. 
Dur. Is all my learn'd preparation come to this? 
Bi. Come, fir, don't be aſham'd, that's my good 
boy—you're very welcome, we wanted ſuch a one 
Come, ſtrike up—1 know you dance well, ſir, you're 
finely ſhap'd for't—— Come, come, fir ; quick, dick, 
you miſs the time elſe. 
Dur, But, madam, I come to talk with you. 
an Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance, come. 
r. But we were talking of dialectics. | 
Bi . Hang dialectics Mind the time —quicker, 
Sirrah, [To the fidler] Come —and how d'ye find your- 
felf now, fir? 


Dur, In a fine breathing ſweat, doctor. 


Biſ. 
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4p 
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'Bif. All the better, patient, all the better; Come, 


© fir, ſing now, fing, I know you ſing well; I ſee you 
haye a ſinging face; a heavy dull ſonato face. N v1 


Dar. Who, I ing? 2 7 
% O you're modeſt, ſir— but come, ft — nb 


Cloſer; cloſer. Here, a bottle of wine——Come, fr, 


fa, la, lay; fing, ſir. 

Dar. But, madam, I came to talk with 1 
B. O fir, you ſhall drink firſt. Come, fill me a 
bumber—here, fir, bleſs the king, 


Dur. Wou'd I were out of his dominions by this 


Aght, ſhe'll make me drunk te 
Bif. O pardon me, fir, you ſhall do me right, fill it 
8 ſir, can you drink a . under 
our | 
by Dar. Rare philoſophy that, faith. 2 
Bi/. Come, off with it to the bottom. Now, how 
2 ye like me, fir ? $4 hq 
Dr. O mighty well, Pen I eee 
Bif. You ſee how a woman's fancy varies, ſometimes 


ſplenetc and heavy, then gay and fro icſome.—And how 


'ye like the humour? 

Dur. Good madam, let me fit 3 to 45 98 you, 
for I am heartily tir'd.. 

Bi. Fye upon't ; a young man, and tir d! up for 
ſhame, and walk about, action becomes us—a little 
faſter, ſir.— What d'ye think now of my lady La Pale, 
and lady Coguet, the Duke's fair daughter ? Ha! Are 
they not briſk laſſes? Then there is black Mrs. * 
and brown Mrs. Bel{face. 

Dur. They are all ſtrangers to me, madam. 


Bi, But let me tell you, fir, that brown is not always 
deſp icable—O lard, fir, if young Mrs. Bagatell had 


head herſelf ſingle 'till this time, o'day, what a beauty 
there had been ! And then, you know, the charming 
Mrs. Monkeylove, the fair gem of St. Germain. 
Dur. Upon my ſoul, I don't. | 
Bi. And then you muſt have heard os the Englih 
beau, Splenamore, how unlike a-gentleman— 
Dur. Hey not a ſyllable on't, as I hope to de ſaved, 


madam. | l «Lid 
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Biſ. No! by then play me ajig. Come, fir. _ 
Dur. By this light I cannot; faith, madam, I haye 
{prain'd my leg. [Ex „„ 1 

Bi/. Then fit you down, fir; and now tell me what's 
your buſineſs with me ? What's your. errand ? Quick, 
quick, diſpatch - Odſo, may be you are ſome gentleman's 
ſervant, that has brought me a letter, .or a haunch of- 
veniſon. , | ny 2 e | 

Dur. Sdeath, madam, do I look like a carrier? 

Biſ. O] cry you mercy, I ſaw you juſt now, I mif- 
took you, upon my word: you are one of the travelling 
gentlemen—and pray, fir, how do all our impudent 
friends in Ttahy? 3 | 
Dur. Madam, I came to wait on you with a more ſe- 

rious intention than your entertainment has anſwered. 

Bi. Sir, your intention of waiting on me was the 
greateſt affront imaginable, howe'er your expreſſions 
may turn it to a compliment: your viſit, fir, was in- 
tended as a prologue to a very ſcurvy play, of which Mr. 
Mirabel Ho you ſo handſomely laid the plot. — Marry 
No, no, m a man of more honour. Where's your honour ?. 
Where's your courage now? Ads my life, ſir, I have a 
great mind to kick you-—Go, go to your fellow-rake 
now, rail at my ſex and get drunk for vexation, and 
write a lampoon—But I muſt have you to know, fir, 
that my reputation is above the ſcandal of a hbel, my 
virtue is ſufficiently approv'd to thoſe-whoſe opinion is 
| my intereſt: and for the reſt, let them talk what they 

will; for when I pleaſe P11 be what I pleaſe, in ſpight 
of you and all mankind; and ſo my dear man of honour, 
if you be tir'd, con over this leſſon, and fit there till I 
come to you. - [ Runj off. 

Dur. Tum ti tum. [Sings] Ha, ha, ha! Ads my 
life, I have a great mind to kick you /— Oons and con- 
fuſion ! [Starts up] Was ever man fo abus'd?—Ay, 
Mirabel ſet me on. 


| | Enter Petit, - 
Pet. Well, fir, how d'ye find yourſelf ? 
Dur. You ſon of a nine-ey'd whore, d'ye come to 

abuſe me? I'll kick you with a vengeance, you dog. 

DSN [Petit runs off, and Dur. after him. 
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. E N E continues. 4 
0 Mirabel and the Lung. 


Old Mir. B O B, come hither, Bos. 

N Mir. Your pleafure, fir ? 

Old Mir. Are not you a great rogue, firrah ? 
Mir. That's a little out of my comprehenſion, fir, 
for I've heard ſay, that I reſemble my father. 9 

Old Mir. Your father is your very bumble ſlave—T 

tell thee what, child, thou art a very pretty fellow, and 
I love thee heartily; and a very great villain,- and 
F hate thee mortally. | 
Mir. Villain, fir! then I muſt be a very impudent 
one, for J can't recollect any paſſage of my life that Im 
aſham'd of, | ; 
Ola Mir. Come hither, my dear friend; do'ft ſee 
this picture? | | [ Sheavs him a little picture. 
Mir. Oriana's ? Pihaw! N . 
Old Mir. What, fir, won't you look upon't— Bob, 
dear Bob, prithee come hither now—Do'ſt want any 
money, child? | 


Mir. No, fir. : 
Old Mir. Why then here's ſome for thee ; come here 


now How can'{ thou be ſo heard-hearted, an una- 
tural, unmannerly raſcal (don't miſtake me, child, I 
a'nt angry) as to abuſe this tender, lovely, good-natur'd 
dear rogue ? Why, ſhe ſighs for thee, and cries for 
thee, pouts for thee, and ſnubs for thee, the poor little 
heart of it is like to burſt Come, my dear boy, be 
good- natur'd like your own father, be now and then 
fee here, read this the effigies of the lovely Oriana, 
with ten thouſand pounds to her portion—ten thouſand 
pounds you dog; ten thouſand pounds you rogue; how | 
dare you refuſe a lady with ten thouſand pounds, you im- 
pudent raſcal]: : 8 
Mir. Will you hear me ſpeak, ſir?̃ 

Old Mir. Hear you ſpeak, fir! If you had ten 
thouſand tongues, you cou'd not out-talk ten thouſand 
pounds, fir, | | | 
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Mir. Nay, ſir, if you won't hear me PH be; gone, ant? 
PI take poſt for Italy this moment. | 
, Old Mir. Ah! the fellow knows I won't part with 
him. Well, fir, what have you to ſay ? | 

Mir. The univerſal reception, fir, that marriage wh 
had in the world, is enough to fix it for a public good, 
and to draw every body into the common cauſe; 
but there are ſome conſtitutions, like ſome inftru- - 
ments, ſo peculiarly ſingular, that they make tole- 
rable muſic by themſelves, but never do well in. a 
concert. 

Old Mir. Why this is reaſon, I muſt confeſs, but yet 
it is nonſenſe too; for tho? you ſhou'd reaſon like an 
angel, if you argue N out of a good eſtate, you 
talk like a fool. | 

Mir. But, fir, if you bribe me into bondage. winks the 
riches of Cræſus, you leave me but a beggar for want 
of my hberty. 

Old Mir. Was ever ſuch a perverſe fool hated 3 ? 
*Sdeath, fir, why did 1 2 you education? was it to 
diſpute me out of my ſenſes? Of what colour now is 
the head of this cane? You'll ſay *tis white, and ten 
to one make me believe it too——Tl ebenen that you 
fellows ſtudied to get money. 

Mir. No, fir, I have ſtudy'd to deſpiſe i RZ3 my read- 
ing was not to make me rich, but happy, fir. 

O Mir. There he has me again now. But, fir, did 
not I merry to oblige you? g | 
Mir. To oblige me, fir, in what reſpect pray ? | 

Old Mir. Why, to bring you into the world, fir; 
wasn't that an obligation ? 

Mir. And becauſe I wou'd have 1 it ſtill an obligation, 
] avoid marriage. 

O14 Mir. How is that, fir? 

Mir. Becauſe I wou'd not curſe the hour I was + born. 

Old Mir. Look'e, friend, you may perſuade me out of 
my deſigns, but PI command you out of yours; and 
tho you may convince my reaſon that you are in the 


right, yet there is an old attendant of ſixty-three, 


call'd poſitiveneſs, which you nor all the wits in /zaly 
B 2 | | —_— | 
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ſhall ever be able to ſhake : ſo, fir, you're a wit, and 
I'm a father; you may talk, but [I'll be obey'd. 
Mir. This it is to have the ſon a finer gentleman than 
the father ; they firſt give us breeding that they don't 
underſtand, then they turn us out of doors *cauſe we are 
wiſer than themſelves. But I'm a little aforehand with 
the old gentleman. [ 4fze.] Sir, you have been pleas'd 
to ſettle a thouſand pound ſterling a year upon me; in 
return of which, I have a very great honour for you and 
you family, and ſhall take care that your only and 
2loved ſon ſhall do nothing to make him hate his fa. 
ther, or to hang himſelf, So, dear fir, Pm. your very 
humble ſervant. [Runs off; 
Old Mir. Here, ſirrah, rogue, Bob, yillain ! 
| Enter Dugard. 

Dag. Ah, fir, *tis but what he deſeves. - _ 
Old Ilir. Tis falſe, fir, he don't deſerve it: what 
have you to ſay againſt my boy, ſir ? 

Dug. I ſhall only repeat your own words. | 

Old Mir. What have you to do:with my words? I 


- have ſwallow'd my words already, I have eaten them 


up, and how can you come at em, fir? 

Dug. Very eaſily, fir: Tis but mentioning your 
injur'd ward, and you will throw them up again im- 
mediately. ig! EY 

Old Mir. Sir, your ſiſter was a fooliſh young flirt te 


truſt any ſuch young, deceitful, rake-helly rogue, like 


him. | 
Dug. Cry you mercy, old gentleman, I thought we 
ſhou'd have the words again. 

Old Mir. And what then? *Tis the way with young 
fellows to ſlight an old gentleman's words, you never 
mind 'em when you ougat.—1 ſay, that Bob's an honeſt 
fellow, and who dares deny it? 

. Enter Bilarre. 55 

Bi/. That dare I, fir :—1 ſay, that your ſon is a wild, 
foppuſh, whimſical, 1mpertinent coxcomb ; and where I 
abu'd as this gentleman's ſiſter is, I'wou'd make it an 


. #alian quarrel, and poiſon the whole family, _ 


Dug. Come, fir, tis no time for trifling, my fiſter 
is abus'd ; you are made ſenſible of the affront, and your 
bonour is concern'd to ſee her redreſs'd. = 

| Old Mir. 


uns ? 
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. O/d Mir. Look' e, Mr. Dugard, good words go far- 
.theſt. I will do your ſiſter juſtice, but it muſt be after 
my own rate: no body muſt abuſe' my fon but myſelf. 
For altho' Robin be a fad dog, yet he's no body's puppy 


but my own. 


Biſ. Ay, that's my ſweet-natur'd, kind old gentle- 
man - [I heedling him.) We will be good then, if yourll 


join with us in the plot. 


Old Mir. Ah, you coaxing young baggage, what plot 
ca n you have to wheedle a fellow of ſixty-three? 

Bi/. A plot that ſixty- three is only good for, to bring 
other people together, fir; a Spaniſb plot lefs dangerous 
than that of eighty-eight,* and you muſt act the Spa- 


niard, *cauſe your ſon will leaft ſuſpe& you; and if he 


ſhou'd, your authority protects you from a quarrel, to 


which Oriana is unwilling to expoſe her brother. 


Old Mir. And what part will you act in-the buſineſs, 


- madam? | 


Bi. Myſelf, fir; my friend is grown a perfect 
changeling : theſe fooliſh hearts of ours ſpoil our heads 
preſently ; the fellows no ſooner turn knaves, but we 
turn fools: but J am fill myſelf, and he may expect 
the moſt ſevere uſage from me, cauſe I neither love him, 


nor hate him. [ Exiz. 


Old Mir. Well ſaid, Mrs. Paradox; but, fir, who 
muſt open the matter to him ? 

Dug. Petit, tir, who is our engineer-general. And 
here he comes. 3 . 
Enter Petit. 

Pet. O fir, more diſcoveries ; are all friends about 


Dug. Ay, ay, ſpeak freely. 
Pet. You muſt know, fir. — od's my life I'm out 
of breath ; you muſt know, fir—you muſt know— | 

Old Mir. What the devil muſt we know, fir ? 

Pet. That I have [Pants and blows] brib'd, fit, 
brib'd—your ſon's ſecretary of ſtate ! | 
a Tn Mir. Secretary of ſtate who's that for Heav'n's 
ake ? | | 

Pet. His valet-de-chambre, ſir ? You muſt know, fir, 
that the intrigue lay folded up with his maſter's clothes, 
and when he went to duſt the embroider'd ſuit, the ſe- 
53 | cret 
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cret flew out of the right pocket of his coat, in a whole 
| twarm of your crambo ongs,  ſhort-footed odes, and 

long-legg'd Pindarics. TEES . 

Old Mir. Impoſſible! Ty 
Per. Ah, fir, he has lov'd her all along; there was 
Oriana.m every line, but he hates marriage. Now, fir, 
this plot will ſtir up his jealouſy, and we ſhall know by 
the ſtrength of that how to proceed farther. 
Come, fir, lets about it with ſpeed, 
Tis expedition gives cur king the ſway ; 
For expedition to the French, give way; 
Swift to attack, or ſwift—to run away. [Exeunt. 
Eater Mirabel and Biſarre, paſſing carele/sly by one another. 
Bif. | Aſide.] I wonder what ſhe can fee in this fellow 
to like him ? 
Mir. | Aſde.] I wonder what my friend can fee 1 in this 
girl to admire her? 
Bif. [ Afde.] A wild, foppiſh, extravagant rake-hell. 
Mir. | Afide.] A light, whimſical, ILY _ 
cap. 
| 7 Whom do you mean, ſir? , 
Mir. Whom do you mean, madam? 
i. A fellow that Has nothing left to re-eftabliſh him 
for a human * but a prudent * to hang 
himſelf. 
Mir. There is a way, madam, to force me to that 
rc{olution. 
Bi. I'll do't with all my heart. 
Mir. Then you muſt marry me. 
Bi. Loobe, fir, don't think your ill manners to me 
ſhalt excuſe your ill uſage of my friend; nor by fixing 
a quarrel here, to divert my zeal for the abſent; for I'm 
reſolv'd, nay, I come prepar'd to make you a panegy- 
ric, that ſhall mortify your pride like any modern dedi- 
Cation. 
Mir. And I, madam, like a true modern patron, ſhall 
- dani give you thanks for your trouble. 

Bi/. Come, fir, to let you ſee what little foundation 
you have for your dear ſufficiency, I'll take 98 to 
pieces. 

Mir. And what piece will you chaſe? 


CY 


Bi. 
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Bi/. You heart, to be ſure; *cauſe T ſhou'd get pre- 
ſently rid on't; your courage I wou'd give to a Heer, 
your wit t6 a/lewd play-maker,' you honour to an attor- 
ney, your body to the phyſicians, and your ſoul to its 


maſter. 


Mir. I had the oddeſt dream laſt night of the dutcheſs 


of Burgundy 3 methought the furbelows of her gown _ 


were pinn'd up fo high behind, that I cou'd not ſee her 
head for her tail. 

Bi. The creature don't mind me do you think, ſir, 
that your humourous impertinence can divert me? No, 
fir, I'm above any pleaſure that you can give, but that 
of ſeeing you miſerable. And mark me, ſir, my friend, 


my injur'd friend, ſhall yet be doubly happy, and 4 


ſhall be a huſband as much as the rites of ACTIONS 08 
the breach of em can make you. 
A Mirabel pulls out a Virgil, and reads to him- 
felf while ſhe ſpeaks] 
Mir. [Reading.] At Regina dolor, c quis Allee por 
amantem ? ) 


 Diffimulare etiam Jperafti, perf ae tantum [Very true. 1 


Poſſe ne fas. 


By your favour, friend ige etwas but a raſcally trick 


of your hero to forſake poor pug ſo inhumanly. - 


Biſ. I don't know what to lay to him. T he devit— 


what's Virgil to us, fir? 
Mir. Very much, madam, the moſt appropos in the 


world — for, what mou'd chop upon, but the very place 


where the perjur'd rogue of a lover and the forſaking 
lady are battling it tooth and nail. Come, madam, 


ſpend your ſpirits no longer, we'll take an eaſier me- 
thod: I'll be Aneas now, and you ſhall be Dido, and 


we'll rail by book. Now for you, madam Dido. 
Nec te nofter amor, nec te data dextera quondam 5 
Nec moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido— 


Ah, poor Dido 


1 Looking at * 


Bif. Rudeneſs, affronts, impatience: I cou'd almoſt 
fart out even to manhood, and want but a weapon as 
bran, 5: as his to fight him 3 the FINE. What ſhall I 
ay? 
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Mir. Now ſhe rants. 

Quæ qui bus antefrram] jam Jam nec ee Fs, 

BU. A man! No, the woman's re was RE 
away. - 
Mir. Right, right, "madam, the very bands. > 

Bi. And ſome pernicious elf left- in the cradle with 
tuman ſhape to palliate growing miſchief. 
( Both ſpeak rogerber, and raife their woices by = AREA 
Mir. Perfide, ſed duris genuit te Cautibus horrens 
Caucaſus, Hyrcanegque admorunt Ubera T igres. 
| Bi/. Go, fir, fly to your midnight revels. —— _ 
Mir. [Excellent. ] Z fequere Italiam wentis, pere regus 
ger undas, 

Spero egui dem mediis, # quid pia Mandes poſſunt.. 

, {Together again. 

Bi/. Converſe with i imps of darkneſs * your make, 
your nature ftarts at juſtice, and ſhivers -at the touch 
of virtue, Now the devil take his impudence, he 
ves. me fo, I don't know whether to cry or W at 

im. 


Mir. Bravely perform d, my dear Libyan ; ; Pl wn te 


the tragedy of Dido, and you ſhall act the part: but 


you do nothing at all, unleſs you fret yourſelf into a fit; 
for here the poor lady is ſtifled with vapours, drops into 
the arms of her maids; and the cruel, barbarous, de- 
ceitful wanderer, is in the very next line call'd Pia 
Ereas.— There's authority for ye. 
Sorry indeed Æneas ſtood 
To ſee her in a pout; 
But Jove himſelf, who ne'er thought good 
To ftay a ſecond bout, 
Commands him off with all his crew, | 
And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. [ Runs off. 
By. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful, agree- 
able fellow. O' my conſcience L muſt excuſe Oriana. 
That lover ſoon his angry fair diſarms, 
Whoſe lighting pleaſes, and whoſe faults are 2 
xit. 
Enter Petit, runs about to every door, and knocks. 
Per. Mr. Mirabel! Sir, where are you | ? no where te 
> found? 


Enter 
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12 Enter Mirabel. 
Mir, What's the matter, Petit? 

Pet. Moſt critically met—Ah, fir, that one oh MY 
follow'd the game ſo long, and brought the poor hare 
juſt under his paws, ſhould let a mungrel cur oa: in, 
and run away with the puſs. 

Mir. If your worſhip can get out of your edi 

be pleas'd to tell me in three words what you mean. 
et. Plain, plain, ſir. Vour miſtreſs and mine is 
going to be marry'd. | 

Mir. I believe you lye, fir. 
Pet. Your humble ſervant, fir. [ Going. 

Mir. Come hither, Petit. Marry'd, ſay you? 

Pet. No, ſir, tis no matter; I only thought to do 
you a ſervice, but I ſhall take care how I confer my 
favours for the future. 

Mir. Sir,' I beg ten thouſand data. [ Bowing low. 
Pet. Tis enough, ſir, —I come to tell you, fir, that 
Oriana i is this moment to be ſacrificed; marry'd paſt re- 
demption. 

Mir. I underſtand ber, ſhe'll take a huſband out of 
ſpight to me, and then out of love to me ſhe will make 
him a cuckold ; * *tis ordinary with women to marry one 

* perſon for the ſake of another, and to throw themſelves * 
into the arms of one they hate, to ſecure their pleaſure 
© with the man they love.“ But who is the happy man? 

Pet. A lord, fir. x 

Mir. I'm her ladyſhip's moſt humble ſervant; a train 
and a title, hey! Room for my lady's coach,” a front- 
row in the box for. her ladyſhip; lights, lights for her 
honour. Now muſt I be a conſtant attender at my lord's 
levee, to work my way to my lady's couchee——a coun- 
teſs; 1 3 ſir. 
Pet. A Spaniſh count, fir, that Mr. Dugard knew 
abroad, is come to Paris, ſaw your miſtreſs yeſterday, 
marries her to-day, and whips her into Spain to-morrow. 

Mir. Ay, is it ſo? and muſt I follow my cuckold over 
the Pyrenees ? Had ſhe marry'd within the precincts of a 
billet- doux, I would be the man to lead her to church; 
but as it happens, Pl1 forbid the banns. Where is this 
* don ? 


by | Per, 
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Pet. Have a care, fir, he's a rough croſs-grained 
piece, and there's no tampering with him; wou'd you 
apply to Mr. Dagard, or the lady herſelf, ſomethin 
might be done, for it is deſpight to you, that the buſi- 
neſs it carry'd ſo haſtily, Odſo, fir, here he comes. 
I muſt be gone. | Ty 5 [Exits 
Enter Old Mir. dreſſed in a Spaniſh Habit, leading Oriana. 
Ori. Good my lord, a nobler choice had better ſuited 
your lordſhip's merit. My mn rank, and circum- 
ſtance, expoſe me as the public theme of raillery, and 
ſubject me ſo to injurious uſage; my lord, that I can lay 
no claim to any part of your regard, except your pity. 
Old Mir. Breathes he vital air, that dares preſume 
With rude behaviour to profane ſuch excellence ? 

Shew me the man ww EE 2 oY 

And you ſhall ſee how my ſudden revenge 

Shall fall upon the head of ſuch preſumption. 

Ts this thing one? [ Strutting up to Mirabel. 
Mir. Sir? RET 6 . 
Ori, Good my lord. x 
Uia Mir. If he, or any he! 138 | 
Ori. Pray, my lord, the gentleman's a ſtranger, 

Old Mir. O vour pardon, ſir, — but if you had re- 

member, ſir, — the lady now is mine, her injuries are 
mine; therefore, ſir, you underſtand me Come, 
madam. [ Leads Oriana 10 the door, ſhe goes off, Mir. 
| runs to his father, and pulls him by the 
flees. © *) . 
Mir. Ecoute, Monſieur le Count. | 
Old Mir. Your buſineſs, ſir? 
Mir. Boh! 
Old Mir. Boh! What language is that, fir? 
Mir. Spaniſb, my lord. 
Old Mir. What d'ye mean? 
Mir. This, fir. [Trips up his heels. 
Old Mir, A very conciſe quarrel, truly — P11 bully 
him. Trznidade Seig neur, give me fair play. 
CHOP | [ Offering to riſe. 
Mir. By all means, fir. [Tales away his ſword. ] Now 

Seigneur, where's that bombaſt look, and fuſtie n face 

your countſhip wo. e juſt now ? . | Strikes _ 


a 
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Oli Mir. The rogue 2 well, very well; my 
own ſon right !—But hold, firrah, no more jeſting; ; Pm 
your father, fir, your fither: | 
Mir. My father! Then by this light I could find in 
my heart to pay thee. ¶ Aſde. ] Is the fellow mad ? Why 
ſure, fir, I ha'n't frighted you out of N ſenſes ? 
Old Mir. But you have, fir. | 
Mir. Then P11 beat them into you again. 
[Offers to frrike him, 
Ola Mir. Why, rogue Bob, dear Bob, don” t 122 
know me, child! * 
Mir. Ha, ha, ha! the fellow's downright diftrafted. 
Thou miracle of impudence! wou'dſt thou make me 
believe that ſuch a grave gengleman as my father wou'd 


go a maſquerading thus ? That a perſon of threeſcore 
and three would run about in a fool's coat to diſgrace 


_ himſelf and family? Why, ya impudent villain, do i 


you think I will ſuffer ſuch an affront to paſs upon my 
- honour'd father, my worthy father, my dear father ? 
*Sdeath, fir, mention my father but once again, an 
1 ſend your ſoul to thy grandfather this minute! 
| [Offering to flab bim. 
Old Mir. Well, well, I am not your father. 
Mir. Why then, fir, you are the ſaucy, hectoring Spa- 
niard, and PII uſe you accordingly. 

* Old Mir. The devil take the Spaniards, fir, we have 
* all got nothing but blows ſince we began to take their 
Dre” 
Enter Dugard, Oriana, Maid, Petit. Dugard runs 70 

irabel, the reſt to tbe Old Gentleman. . 
Dug. Fye, fye, Mirabel, murder your father! 
Mir. My father! what is the whole family mad? 
Give me way, fir, I won't be held. 

Old Mir. No? nor J neither; let me be gone, pray. 


[Ofering to go. 
Mir. My father! 


Ola Mir. Ay, you dog's vba! I am your fichor: 


oy I have bore as much for thee, as your mother ever 
1 


Mir. O ho! then this was a trick, it ſeems a 3 
a contrivance, a ſtratagem Oh how my bones ach! 


Ola Mir. Your bones ſirrah, wy yours | ? 
Mir. 


—— "ng "OS \ N 
x" I I K 
N * 


36 THE INCONSTANT; oR, 


Mir. Why, fir, han't I been beating my own fleſh and 
blood all this while! O, madam, [Te Oriana] I wiſh 
your ladyſhip joy of your new dignity. Here was a con- 
trivance indeed. 5 5 „ 
Pet. The contrivance was well enough, ſir, for they 
1mpos'd upon us all. | 
Mir. Well my dear Dulcinea, did your Don Quixote. 
battle for you bravely? My father will anſwer for the 
force of my love. Eon | 
Ori. Pray, fir, don't inſult, the misfortunes of your 
own creating. „ 5 
Dug. My prudence will be ccunted cowardice, if I 
ſtand tamely now. | Comes up between Mirabel and his 
fiter.] Well, fir, Ay, 1 
Mir. Well, fir! Do you take me for one of your te- 
nants, fir, that you put on your landlord face at me? 
Dug. On what preſumption, fir, dare you aſſume. 
thus ? # [ Draws. 
Old Mir. What's that to you, fir. [ Draws. 
Vet. Help! help! the lady faints. | 
5 L Oriana falls into her Maid 's arms. 
Mir. Vapours ! vapours! ſhe'll come to herſelf: If it 
be an angry fit, a dram of af/a fætida If jealouſy, 
harts- horn in water—— If the mother, burnt feathers— 
If grief, ratifia— If it be ſtrait ſtays, or corns, there's 
nothing like a dram of plain brandy. [ Exit. 
Ori. Hold off, give me air'=—O my brother, 
would you preſerve my life, endanger not your own ; 
would you defend my reputation, leave it to itſelf; tis 
a dear vidication that's purchas'd by the ſword ; for 
tho? our champion proves victorious, yet our honour is 
wounded, 85 
Old Mir. Ay, and your lover may be wounded, that's 
another thing. But I think you are pretty briſk again, 
my child. | 
Ori. Ay, ſir, my indiſpoſition was only a pretence to 
divert the quarrel; the capricious taſte of your ſex ex- 
cuſes this artifice in ours. 


For often when our chief perfedtions fail, | 
Our chief defects with fuoliſh men prevail, [ Exit. 
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Pet. Come, Mr. Dugard, take courage, there is a way 
£11 left to fetch him again. 

Old Mir. Sir, I'll have no plot that has any relation 
to 1 | ; 
Dug. I ſcorn all artifice whatſover ; my ſword ſhall 
do her juilice. ; 
Pet. Pretty juſtice, truly ſuppoſe you run him thro? 

the body; you run her. thro” the heart at the ſame time. 
Old Mir. "A me thro' the head—rot your ſword, fir, 
we'll have plots; come, Petit, let's hear. 
Pet. What if ſhe pretended to go into a — and 
ſo bring him about to declare himſelf ? 

Dug. That I muſt confeſs has a face. 

ol Mir. A face! a face liks an angel, fir, ad's my 
life, fir, *tis the moſt beautiful plot in Chriftendom. 
We'll about it immediately. | [| Exeunt, 


<SCENE, The Street. 


< Duretete azd Mirabel. 


Dur. | In a paſſion. ] And tho? I can't dance, nor FO 
nor talk like you, yet I can fight, you know I can, fir, 

Mir I know thou can'ſt, man. 

Dur. *Sdeath, fir, and Iwill: let me ſee the proud- 
< eſt man alive make a jeſt of me? _ | 

Mir But I'll engage to make you amends. 

Dur. Danc'd to death! Baited like a N * 
cul'd! Threaten'd to be kick' d! Confufion ! fir, | 
* ſet me on, and I will have ſatisfaction; all mankind Will 

point at me. 

* Mir. ¶ Aide. ] I muſt give this thunderbolt ſome paſ- 
« ſage, or *twill break upon my own head Locke, 
Duretete, what do theſe gentlemen laugh at? 

Enter two gentlemen. 

Pur. At me, = be ſure— Sir, what made you laugh 
© at me? 

« 1 Gen. You're , miſtaken, fir, if we were 2 we 
had a private reaſon. 

2 Gen. Sir, we don't know you. 

Dur. Sir, I'll make you know me; mark and obſerve 
© me, I won't be nam'd ; it ſhan't be mention'd, not even 
* whiſper'd in your prayers at church, Sdeath, fir, d'ye 
* ſmile? 

* 1 Gen, Not I, upon my word, 


© Das, 


9 
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; 


7 


Dur. Why then, look grave as an owl 3 in a barn, or 
a friar with his crown a ſhaving. 


«. Mir. I Hack ro the Genf.] Donit be bully'd out of your 


humour, gentlemen ; the fellow's mad, langh at. him, 


and I'll ſtand by you. 
«* 1 Gen. I gad and ſo we will. 
© Both. Ha, ha, ha? 1 
Dur. Very pretty. [Draws.] She threaten'd to kick 


m me. Ay, then, you dogs, Pll murder ye. | Fights, and 


| beats them off, Mir. runs over to his fide. 
Mir. Ha, ka; ha! bravely done, Duretete, there you 
had him, noble captain; hey, they run, they run, Vir- 
* toria, Viftorig—Ha, "Wa ha—how happy am I in an 


© excellent friend! tell me of your virtuoſo's and men of 


* 


* ſenſe, a parcel of ſour- fac d ſplenetic rogues— a man 
of my thin conſtitution ſhould never want a fool in his 
company: I don't affect your fine things that improve 
© the underſtanding, but hearty laughing to fatten my 
© carcaſe : and in my conſcience, a man of ſenſe is as 
„ melancholy without a coxcomb, as a lion without a 

jackall; he hunts for our diverfion, ſtarts game for our 
0 e and e feeds us with e 


T hate the man who makes acquaintance nice, 

And fill diſcreetly plagues me with advice; 

* Who moves by caution, and mature delays, 

And muſt give reaſons for whate'er he ſays. 

© The man, indeed, whoſe converſe is ſo full, 

© Makes me attentive, but it makes me dull: 

© Give me the careleſs rogue, who never thinks, 
That plays the fool as freely as he drinks. 

© Not a buffoon, who is buffoon by trade, 

© But one that nature, not his wants have made. 

Who ſtill is merry, but does ne'er.defignit; 

And ſtill is ridicul'd, but ne'er can find ir. 

© Who when he's moſt in earneſt, is the beſt ; 

And his moſt grave expreſſion is a jeſt, [Exit.? 


Ar. 
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8 © E NE, Old Mirabel's Houſe. 85 
Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 


Dag: & if HE Lady Abbeſs is my relation, and priry 
to the — th * Your ſon has been there, but 
c had no admittance beyond the privilege of the grate, 
© and there my ſiſter refus'd to ſee him. He went off 
© more nettled at his repens, than I thought his. guety 
could admit. 

Old Mir. Ay, ay, this nunnery will bring him about, 1 
warrant ye. 

Enter Duretete. 

Dur. Here, where are you all lO! Mr. Mirabel, yo 
have done fine things for your poſterity - And you, Mr. 
Dugard, may come to anſwer this —I come to demand my 
friend at your hands; reſtore him, fir, or [To Old Mir. 

Ol Mir. Reſtore him! What d'ye think I have got 
him in my trunk or in my pocket! _ 

Dur. Sir, he's mad, and you're the cauſe on't. 

Old Mir. That may be; for I was as mad as he when 
I begot him. 7 

Dug. Mad, fir, what d'ye mean : 

. What do you mean, ſir, by ſhutting up your 
ſiſter to talk like a parrot thro' a cage? Or a decoy- 
duck, to draw others into a ſnare? Your ſon, fir, be- 
cauſe ſhe has deſerted him, he has forſaken the world ! 
and in three words, has—— 

Old Mir. Hang'd himſelf ! 

Dur. The very ſame, turn'd friar. 

Old Mir. You lie, fir, *tis ten times worſe. Bob turn'd 
friar! Why ſhould the fellow ſhave his fooliſh crown 
when the ſame razor may cut his throat ? 

Dur. If you have any command, or you any intereſt 
over him, loſe not a minute : He has thrown himſelf 
into the next monaſtery, and has oder'd me to pay off 
his ſervants, and diſcharge his equipage. 

Old Mir. Let me alone to ferret him out; Pl facri- 
ice the Abbot, if he receives him; Dll try whether the 
ſpiritual 


wy 
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ſpiritual or the natural father has the moſt right to the 
child, —But, dear captain, what has he done with his 
eſtate ? 85 

Dur. Settled it upon the church, fir. | 

Old Mir. The church! nay, then the devil won't get 
him out of their clutches Ten thouſand livres a year 
upon the church !?ris downright ſacrilege—Come, gen- 
tlemen, all hands to work ; for half that ſum, one of 
theſe monfitries ſnall protect you a traitor from the law, 
a rebellious wife from her huſband, and a diſobedient 


ſon from his own father. | Exit. 
Dug. But will ye perſuade me that he's gone to a mo- 
naſtery ? 


Dur. Is your ſiſter gone to the Filles Repenties ? ] tell 
you, fir, ſhe's not fit for the ſociety of repenting maids. 
Dag. Why ſo, fir? Tx 
Dur. Becauſe ſhe's neither one nor t'other ; ſhe's too 
old to be a maid, and too young to repent. 
| [Exit Dug. after him. 


SCENE, the Inſide of a Monaſtery; Oriana in a Nun's 
; habit; Biſarre. | | 

Ori. I hope, Biſarre, there is no harm in jeſting with 
this religious habit. : . 

Biſ. To me, the greateſt jeſt in the habit, is taking 
it in earneſt : I don't underſtand this impriſoning people 
with the keys of Paradiſe, nor the merit of that virtue 
which comes by conſtraint. —Beſtdes, we may own to 
one another. that we are in the worſt company when 
among ourſcves; for our private thoughts run us into 
thoſe deſires, which our pride reſiſts from the attack of 
the world; and, you may remember, the firſt woman 
met the devil when ihe retir'd from her man. 

Ori. But l'm reconcil'd, methinks to the mortification 
of a nunnery ; becauſe I fancy the habit becomes me. 
Bi. A well-contriv'd mortifieation, truly, that makes 
a woman look ten times handſomer than ſhe did before! 
Ay, my dear, were there any religion in becoming 
© dreſs, our ſex's devotion were rightly plac'd ; for our 
© toilets would do the work of the altar; we ſhou'd all 
be canoniz'd, . | 


Ori. 


__- THE WAY! TO: WAN HAN. am 
Ori. But don't you think there is a great deal of 
© merit in dedicating a beautiful face and perſon to the 
« ſervice of religion? 5 DIET 
Bi. Not half ſo much as devoting em to a pret 
* fellow: if our feminality had no. buſineſs in this 
world, why was it ſent hither ? Let us dedicate our 
* beautiful minds to the ſervice of Heaven. And for 
our handſome perſons, they become a box at the 
* play, as well as a pew in the church. 1 | 
Ori. But the viciſittude of fortune, the inconſtancy 
© of man, with other diſappointments of - life, require 
ſome place of religion, for a refuge from their perſecu- 
„tion. ö | | ; 
* Bi. Ha, ha, ha! and do you think there is any devo- 
tion in a fellow's going to church, when he takes it only 
for a ſanctuary ? Don't you know that religion conſiſts 
in charity with all mankind, and that you ſhould never 
think of being friends with Heaven, till you have quar- 
« relied with all the world?“ Come, come, mind your 
buſineſs, Mirabel loves you, tis now plain, and hold him 
to't; give freſh orders that he ſhan't ſee you: we get 
more by hiding our faces ſometimes, than by expoſing 
them; a very maſk, you ſee, whets defire ; but a pair 
of keen eyes thro' an iron grate- fire double upon em, 
with view and diſguiſe. But I muſt be gone upon my 
affairs, I have brought my captain about again. 
_ But why will you trouble yourſelf with that cox- 
Bi). Becauſe he is a coxcomb ; had I not better have a 
lover like him, that I can make an aſs of, than a lover 
like yours, to make a fool of me. [Knocking below.] A 
meſſage from Mirabel, T'll lay my life. [She runs to the 
cor. ] Come hither, run, thou charming nun come hither, 
Ori. What's the news? | Runs. te ber. 
* Bif. Don't you fee who's below ? | 
Ori. I fee no body but a friar. | 
* Bi. Ah! thou poor blind Caid! O' my con- 
* ſcience, theſe hearts of ours ſpoil our heads inſtantly! 
the fellows no ſooner turn knaves, than we turn fools. 
A friar ! Don't you ſee a viliainous genteel mein under 
that cloak of hypocriſy, the looſe careleſs air of a tall 
* rake-helly fellow ?? 


Oni. 
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* ON. As T live, rale! turn d friar! * 4 hope, in 
e, he's not in earneſt. 

Bi. In earneſt : ha, ha, ha! are ou in earneſt ? 
Now? s your time; this diſguiſe has he certainly taken for 
a paſſport, to get in and 85 your reſolutions; ſtick to your 

Babit, to be ſure; treat him with diſdain, rather than 
anger; for pride becomes us more than paſſion: remem- 
ber what I ſay, if you won'd yield to advantage, and hold 
out the attack; to draw him on, keep him of off to be ſure. 


he cunning gameſters never gain too fu, 

But loſe at firft, to win the more at laſt. [Exit 
Ori. His coming puts me into ſome n 1 
don't know how ; I don't fear him, but I miſtruſt my- 
« ſelf; wou'd he were not come, yet Lwou'd not have 
him gone neither; Lam afraid to talk "AD him, but 
I love to ſee him tho'. | 


© What a ftrange power has this fantaſtic Ane, 
.* That makes us dread even what we moſt deſire ! 


. Enter Mirabel ia a Friar habit. 
Mir. Save you, fifter—Your brother, young lady, 
having a regard for your ſoul's health, has ſent me to 


rope you for e ſacred habit by confeſſion. 


7 


Ori. That's the cloven foot already. Ab. de.] 
My brother's care Town ; and to you, ſacred fir, I con- 
eis, that the great crying fin which 1 have long indulg'd, 

and now prepare to expiate, was love. My morning 
thoughts, my evening prayers, my daily muſings, 
_ ** nightly cares, was love! my preſent peace, my future 
* bliſs, the joy of earth, and PEE of pry I all 
© contemn'd-for love!? 
Mir. She's downright ſtark nad in cunieft 3 death wont 
confuſion, © I have loſt her! [4/ide.] You confeſs your 
fault, madam, in ſuch moving terms, that I could al- 
hw be in love with the fin. 

Ori. Take care, fir; crimes, like virtues, are their 
own rewards; my chief delight became my only grief; 
he in whoſe breaſt I thought my heart ſecure, turn'd 
robber, and deſpoil'd the treaſure that he kept. 

Mir. Perhaps that treaſure he eſteems ſo . that 
like the miſer, tho? afraid to uſe it, _ reſerves it fe," 
; ri. 
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Ori. No, holy father: who can be miſer in another's 
wealth, that's prodigal of his own ? His heart was open, 
' ſhar'd to all he knew, and what, alas! muſt then become 
of mine! But the ſame eyes that drew this paſſion in, 
ſhall ſend it out in tears, to which now hear my vow. 

Mir. | Diſcovering himſelf.] No, my fair angel, but let 
me repent; here on my knees behold the criminal, that 
-vows repentance his. Ha! no concern upon her! 

Ori. This turn is odd, and the time has been, IM 
ſuch a ſudden change wou'd have ſurpris'd me into _ 
confuſion, 

Mir. Reſtore. that happy": time, for I am now re- 
* turn'd to myſelf, for I want but pardon to deſerve 
your favour, and here PlI fix till you relent and give it. 

« Ore. Groveling, ſordid man ; why would you at a 
thing to make you kneel, monarch in your pleaſures to 
© be ſlave to your faults ? Are all the conqueſts of your 
wand'ring ſway, your wit, your humour, fortune, all 
© reduc'd to the baſe cringing of a bended knee? Servile 
* and poor! Pray Heav'n this change be real. Aide. 
. © Mir. I come not here to quſtify my fault but my ſub- 
miſſion, for tho' there be a meanneſs in this humble 

poſture, tis nobler ſtill to bend when Juſtice * 
than to reſiſt conviction. ö 

Ori. No more thy oft repeated e words: rer 
a proach my weak belief, tis the ſevereſt calumny to 
* hear thee ſpeak ; that humble poſture which once cou'd 
© raiſe, now mortifies my pride; how car*ſt thou hope 
for pardon from one that you affront by aſking it? 

Mir. [ Ri ſes. ] In my own cauſe I'll plead no more, but 

give me leave to intercede for you againſt the hard in- 
junctions of that habit, which for my fault you wear. 

Ori. Surpriſing inſolence ! My greateſt foe, pretends 
to givg me counſel; but I am too warm upon ſo cool 
a ſubject. My reſolutions, fir, are fix'd! but as our 
hearts were united with the ceremony of our eyes, ſo I 
* ſhall ſpare ſome tears to the ſeparation. [ Weeps. ] That”: s 
* all; farewel. 

* Mir. And muſt I loſe her? No. ¶ Runs and ne . ] 
Since all my prayers are vain, I'Il uſe the nobler argu- 
1 ment of man, and force you to the juſtice you refuſe; 
= 're mine by pre- contract: and where's the 2 fo 
5 © 1acre 
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ſacred to diſannul anpther? I'll urge my love, your 
.< oath, and plead my cauſe *gainſt all monaſtic ſhifts 
upon the earth. 08 . 3 1 | 

Ori. Unhand me, raviſner! Wou'd you prophane 
© theſe holy walls with violence? Revenge for all my paſt 
* diſgrace now offers, thy life ſhou'd anſwer this; wou'd 
I provoke the law: urge me'no farther, but be gone. 

Mir. Inexorable woman, let me kneel again. [ Kneels.” 

3 þ Enter Old Mirabel. 

O14 Mir. Where, where's this counterfeit nun? 

Ori. Madneſs ! confuſion ! I'm ruin'd ! 

Mir. What do I-hear ? [Puts on his hood.] What did 
you ſay, fir! | | ITS 

Ola Mir. I ſay ſhe's a counterfeit, and you may be 
another. for ought I know, fir ; | have loſt my child by 
Chet tricks, fir, .._ 

Mir. What tricks, fir ? 

Old Mir. By a pretended trick, fir. A contrivance 
to bring my ſon to reaſon, and it has made him ftark 
mad; I have loſt him and a tHouſand pound a year. 

Mir. | Diſcovering him/eff.] My dear father, Fm your 
moſt humble ſervant. 5 | 

Old Mir. My dear boy, [ Runs and kifſes him.] Welcome 
© ex inferis, my dear boy, tis all a trick, ſhe's no more 
& nun than I am, | 
Mir. No! 8 5 55 

Old Mir. The devil a bit. : 

Mir. Then kiſs me again, my dear dad, for the moſt 
happy news And now moſt venerable holy ſiſter. [ Kneels. 


Your mercy and your pardon I implore, 
For the offence of aſeing it before. 
Look'e, my dear counterfeiting nun, take my advices 
be a nun in good earneſt ; women make the heſt nuns 
always when they can't do otherwiſe. * Ah my dear fa- 
© ther, there is a merit in your ſon's behaviour that you 
* little think; the free deportment of ſuch fellows as I, 
makes more ladies religious, than all the pulpits in 
France. ä | 
Ori. O! Sir, how unhappily have you deſtroy'd. what 
was ſo near perfection]! He is the counterfeit that has 
deceiv'd v0. . | : 01} 
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Old Mir. Ha! Look'e, fir, I recant, ſhe is a nun. 
Mir. Sir, your humble ſeryant, then I'm a friar this 
moment. 
01d Mir. Was ever an old fool ſo banter'd by a bencs 
o' young ones; han F you both, you're both counterfeits, 
and my plot's ſpoil 
Ori. Shame and confuſion; love, anger, and ws, 
Pain e. will work my brain to madneſs. 
[Tales off ber habit. Exit. 
Mir. Ay, throw by the. rags, they have ſerv'd a 
turn for us both, and __ ball e*en go off together. 
[Takes off his habit, 


« Thus the feck wretch, auben tortur'd by his pain, 

And finding all eſſays for life are vain; 

ben the phyſician can no more defign, 

« Ther call the other Accor, the divine. 

* What vows to Heaven, wou'd Heaven reftore his health ? 
Voaus all to Heaven, his thoughts, his actions, Wealth: 

But if reſtor d to wvigeur as before, 

His health refuſes what his fickneſs ſwore. 

* The body is no ſo er rais'd and well, © 

< But the weak ſoul relapſes into ill; 

© To all its former ſawing of life is ted, 

And leaves 272 vows and promiſes in bed. 2 


Exit, throwing away the habit. 
SCENE FAR to Old Mirabel's houſe : Duretete wwith 


a letter. 


Dur. [ Reads.] _ 
M Y rudeneſs was only a proof of your humour, which I 
hade found ſo agreeable, that ] own myſelf penitent, and 
auilling to make any reparation pon. your firſt appearance to 
BISARRE. 
Mirabel ſwears he loves me, and this confirms it ; then 
farewel gallantry, and welcome revenge; tis my turn now 
to be upon the ſublime, I'll take her off, I warrant her. 
Euter Biſarre. 
Well, miſtreſs, do you love me? | 
Bi/. I hope, fir, you will pardon the modeſty of — 
Dur. Of what? of a dancing devil. Do you love 


me, I ſay? 
Bi. 


that's all. [ZExit. 


| 

| 

| 
I 
| 

| 

| 
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2. What? X obs 3 

BY. Perhaps I do not. r 

Dur. Ha! abus'd again! Death, woman, 71 

Bi. Hold, hold, fir, I do, Ido! 

Dur. Confirm it then by your obedience, ſtand tliews + 8 

and ogle me now, as if your heart, blood and ſoul were 
like to fly out at your eyes F irſt, the direct ſurpriſe 
[She looks full upon him.] Right; next the Deux yeux par 
oblique. [She gives him the fide glance,] Right; now 
depart, and languiſn. [She turns from him and looks over 
ber ſhoulder. Very well; now ſigh. [She fighs.] Now 
drop your fan on purpoſe. [ She 75 her fan. ] Now take 
it up again: Come now, confeſs your faults ; are not 
you a proud—ſay after me. 

. Bi}. Proud. B 
Dur. Impertinent. | 2 NISN 8 
Bi. Impertinent. . 

Dur. 5 rn 

Bi/. Ridiculous. , 

Dar. Flirt. 

Biſ. Puppy. 5 

Dur. Zoons! Woman, don't t provoke me, we are alone, 

and you don't know but the devil may tempt me to do 
you a miſchief; aſk my pardon immediately. 

Bi. I do, 5 I only miſtook the word. 

Dur. Cry then, have you got e'er a handkerchief ; ? 
Bi. Yes, fir. 

Dur. Cry then, handſomely; cry like a queen in a 
tragedy. [ She 3 to cry, burſts out a laughing, 
and enter two ladies laughing 1g. 

31. Ha, ha, ha! 


Ladies both. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Dur. Hell broke looſe upon me, and all the furies 
flutter'd about my ears! Betray'd again? 

Bi. That you are upon my word, my dear captain; 
ha, ha, ha! 

Dur. The Lord deliver me. 

1 Lady. What! Is this the mighty man with the bull- 
face that comes to frighten ladies? J long to ſee him 
angry; come begin. | 

- Ah, madam, I'm the beſt natur'd fellow in the 
wor 


2 Lady. 
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2 Lady. A man! we're miſtaken, a man has manners; 


the aukward creature is ſome tinker's trull in a periwig. 
BY. Come, ladies, let 8 examine him. 


2. boy lay held on bins. 0 


Dur. Examine! the devil you will! 
Bis. Fl lay my life, ſome great dairy maid in man 8 
Clothes. | 

. Dur. They will do't ;—look'e, dear chriſtian women, | 
pray hear me. v 

Biſ. Will you ever attempt a lady 8 honour again 2 

Dur. If you pleaſe to let me get away with my ho- 
nour, I'll do any thing in the world. : 

Biſ. Will you perſuade your friend to RN mine ? | 

Dur. O yes, to be ſure. - | == 

_ Bi. And will you do the ſame by me? © | 

Dar. Burn me if I do, ifthe coalt be clear. Fo out. 

Bi. Ha, ha, ha! the viſit, ladies, was critical for our 
diverſions, we'll go make an end of our tea. [Exeunt. 

Enter Mirabel and Old Mirabel. 

Mir. Your patience, fir, I tell you I won t marry; . 
tho' you ſend all the biſhops in France to perſuade me, I 
thall never believe their doctrine againſt the! eir practice. 

Old Mir. But will you diſobey your father, fir ? g 

Mir. Wou'd my father have his youthful ſon lie laz- 
ing here, bound to a wife, chain'd like a monkey to 
make ſport to a woman, ſubject to her whims, humours, 
longings, vapours, and caprices, * to have her one day 
© pleas'd, to-morrow peeviſh, the next day mad, the 
* fourth rebellious ; and nothing but this ſucceſſion of 
_ © impertinence for ages together.” Be merciful, fir, to 
your own fleſh and blood. 

Old Mir. But, fir, did not I bear all this, why ſhould 
not you? 

Mir. Then thou think that marriage, like treaſon, 
ſhall attaint the whole body; pray conſider, fir, is it 
reaſonable becauſe you throw yourſelf down from one 
ſtory, that I muſt caſt myſelf headlong from the garret 
window? You wou'd compel me to that ftate, which 1 
have heard you curſe vonffelf, when my mother and you 
have battled it for a whole week together. 

O Mir. Never but once, you rogue, and that was 
when ſhe long'd for fix Flanders mares : ay, fir, _ | 

| : E 
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* * . 


the was breeding of you, - which ſhew'd what an n erpen· 
ICE 3 ö 


W Enter Petit. 5 


Well, "Petit, hes me now? b 8 RS 
Het. Mad, . con pampos.— Ay, Nr. M wabil, you'll 
believe that I ſpeak truth, now When I confeſs that 
I-have told you-hitherto nothing: but lies 4 our jeſting is 
come to a ſad earneſt, ſhe's downright eetraQtcd. 4 


Enter Biſarre. 

Bi. Where is this mighty victor! —The Pest ex- 
ploit is done; go triumph in the fob of your con- 
gueſt, inhuman, barbarous man! O Sir, To the old 
gentleman] your wretched ward has found a tender 
guardian of you, where her young innocence expected 
protection, here has ſhe found her ram,” * 

Old. Mir. Ay the fault is mine, for I believe that 
rogue won't marry, for fear of begetting ſuch another 
diſobedient ſon as his father did. I have done all I can, 
madam, and now can do no more than Tun mad for com: 
Tany. 7 [Cries | 


Enter D ugard with bis ſavord drawn. | 


Jo... 


Dug. Away! Revenge, revenge. 

Old Mir. Patience, patience, fir. [Old Mir. holds Lim. 
Bob, draw. I[Alade. 

Dug. Patience! The coward's virtue, and the brave 
man's failing, when thus provok*d—Villain ! | 

Mir. Your ſiſter's frenzy ſhall excuſe your madneſs ; 
and to ſhew my concern for what ſhe ſuffers, I'Il bear the 
villain from her brother—Put up your anger with your 
ſword; I have a heart like your's, that ſwells at an af- 
front receiv'd, but melts at an injury given; and if the 
lovely Oriana s grief be ſuch -a moving ſcene, twill 
find a part within this breaſt, perhaps as tender as a bro- 


ther's. 
Dug. To prove that ſoft compaſſion for her grief, en- 


deavour to remove it.— There, there, behold an object 


that's infective; I cannot view her, but I am as mad as 


ſhe; [Enter Oriana, held by two maids who put her in a 
chair.] 
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chair.] A ſiſter that my dying parents left, with their 


laſt words and bleſſing to my care. Siſter, deareſt 


ſiſter. © (SON [Goes to Ber. 
Old Mir. Ay, poor child, poor child, d'ye know me ? 


Ori. You! you are Amadit de Gaul, ſir; Ohl oh my 


heart! Were you never in love, fair lady? And do you 
never dream of flowers and gardens? dream of walk- 


ing fires, and tall gigantic fights. Take heed, it comes 


now—Whart's that? Pray ſtand away: I have ſeen that 
face ſure. How light my head is! - 
Mir. What piercing charms has beauty, ev'n in mad- 


neſs! © theſe ſudden ſtarts of 4 wy words ſhoot thro? 


my ſoul, with more perſuaſive force than all the tu- 
© died art of labour'd eloquence.'—Come, madam, try 
to repoſe a little. . | . 

Ori. I cannot; for I muſt be up to go to church, and 
I muſt dreſs me, put on my new gown, and be ſo fine, 
to meet my love. Hey ho !———Will not you tell me 
where my heart lies buried ? 


Mir. My very ſoul is touch'd—Your hand, my fair, 


Ori. How ſoft and gentle you feel? I'll tell you your 
fortune, friend. | 
Mir. How ſhe ſtares upon me! 


Ori. You have a flattering face; but tis a fine one 


I warrant you have five hundred miſtreſſes— Ay, to be 
ſure, a miſtreſs for _ | gn in his pocket Will 
you pray for me? I ſhall die to- morro-wW— And will you 
ring my paſſing- bell? 

Mir. O woman, woman, of artifice created! whoſe 
nature, even diſtracted, has a cunning: In vain let man 
his ſenſe, his learning boaſt, when woman's madneſs 
over rules his reaſon. 50 you know me injur'd creature? 


Ori. No—but you ſhall be my intimate acquaintance 


—in the grave. . [ eeps. 
Mir. O tears, I muſt believe you ; ſure there's a kind 
of ſympathy in madneſs: for even I, obdurate as I am, 
do feel my ſoul fo toſs'd with ftorms of paſſion, that I 
could cry for help as well as ſhe.—- [Wipes his eyes. 
Ori. What have you loſt your lover? No, you mock 
me; I'll go h ome and pray. . 15 
a 7. 
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Mir. Stay, my fair 1 innocence, and hear me own my 
love ſo loud, that I may call your ſenſes to their place, 
reſtore *em to their charming happy functions, and re- 
inſtate myſelf into your favour. 
Bi/. Let her alone, fir, tis all too late; ; ſhe trembles, 
hold her, her fits grow Frongsr, by y her talking ; don't 
trouble her, ſhe don't know you, fir. 
Ol Mir, Not know him! what then ? ? ſhe loves te to 
ſee him for all that 
Ester Duretete. 

Dur. Where are you all? What the devil! melan- 
choly, and I here! Are ye ſad, and ſuch a ridiculous 
ſubject, ſuch a very | ar; jeſt among you as IJ am? 

Mir. Away with this impertinence; this is no place 
for bagatel : 1 have murder'd my konbur, deſtroy'd a 
lady, and my deſire of reparation is come at length too 
late: ſee there. | 

Dur. What ails her? 

Vir. Alas! ſhe's mad. 

Dur. Mad! do'ſt wonder at that? By this light, they re 
all ſo; they're cozening mad; they're brawling mad; 
they're proud mad; I juſt now came from a whole world | 
of mad women, that had almoſt—What is ſhe dead? 

Mir. Dead! Heav'ns forbid. 

Dur. Heav'ns further it; for till they be as cold as a 
key, there” s no truſting them; you're never ſure that a 
woman's in earneſt, ' till ſhe is 'nail'd in her coffin. Shall 

I calk to her? Are you mad, miſtreſs? 

Bi/. What's that to you, ür ? 

Dur. Oons, madam, are you there! [Runs off 

Mir. Away, thou wild buffoon ; how poor and mean 
this humour now appears? His follies and 1 my own I 
here diſclaim ;? this lady's frenzy has reſtor'd my ſenſes, 

and was ſhe perfect now, as once ſhe was (before ye all 
I ſpeak it) ſhe ſhould be mine; and as ſhe is, my tears 
and prayers ſhall wed her. 
Dug. How happy had this declaration been ſome 
hours ago. 
Bi. Sir, ſhe beckons to you, and waves us to go off; 
come, come, let's leave em [Ex. omnes but Mir. and Ori. 
ui. O br. 
Mir. 
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Mir. Speak, my charming angel, if your dear ſenſes 
have regain'd their order; - ſpeak » fair, and bleſs me 
with the news. 

Ori. Firſt, let me bleſs the cunning of my ſex, that 
happy counterfeited frenz 4 that has reſtor' d to my poor 
labouring breaſt the deareft, beſt Belov'd of men. 

Mir. Tune all ye ſpheres, 15 our inſtruments of joy, and 
carry round your fpacious orbs, the happy ſound of Ori- 
ana's health; — ſoul, whoſe harmony was next te 

ours, is now in tune again; the counterfeiting fair . 
play'd the fool. 


She was ſo mad to counterfeit for me; 25 3 

I avas ſo mad to pawn my liberty : : 1 
But now we both are well, and verh are free, 

Ori. How, fir, free! 

Mir. As air, my dear bedlamite ; what, mas a lu- 
natick! Look ye, my dear, you have counterfeited mad- 
neſs ſo very well this bout, that you'll be apt to play 
the fool all your life long——Here, gentlemen. 

Ori. Monſter! you won't diſgrace me. 

Mir. O' my faith, but I will; here, come in gentle. 
men.— A miracle! a miracle the woman's diſpoſſeſs'd, 
the devil's vaniſn'd. Y 

Euter Old Mirabel and Du __-: 
Od Mir. Bleſs us, was ſhe poſſeſs? 55 

Mir. With the worſt of demons, ſir, a aii d 
vil, a horrid devil. Mr. Dugard, don't be ſurpriz'd, 
I promis'd my endeavours to cure your ſiſter; no mad 
doctor in Chriſtendom could have done it more effectu- 
ally. Take her into your charge; and have a care ſhe 
don't relapſe; if ſhe ſhould, employ me not again, for 
I am no more infallible than others of the nr 1 do 
cure ſometimes. 

Ori. Vour remedy, moſt W man, will ove 
the greateſt poiſon to my health; for tho my former 
frenzy was but * I now ſhall run into a real 
madneſs. [ Exit Old Mir. after. 

Dug. This was a turn beyond my knowledge; I'm ſo 
confus'd, I know not how to reſent it. [ Exit. 


C 2 Mir. 


* THE. INCONSTANT; OR, 


r. What a ereus precipice havel FRY} Was 
not I Juſt now upon the brink of deitruQtion ? 
Enter Duretete. - 
O my friend, let me run into thy boſom ; no lark, 
eſcap'd from the devouring pounces of. a hawk, quakes 
with more diſmal . 

Dur. The matter, man! 

Mir. Marriage, hanging; I was juſt at the. gallows- 
foot, the running noo out my neck, and the cart 
wheeling from me. Oh—1 ſhan' l be myſelf this month 
again, 

95. Did not I tell you ſo? They are all alike, ſaints 
or devils: their counterfeiting can't be reputed a deceit, 
for- tis the nature of the ſex, not their contrivance. 

Mir. Ay, ay: there's no living hefe with ſecurity ; 
this houſe 1s ſo full of ſtratagem and deſign, that IL muſt 
abroad again. 

Dur. With all my heart, I'll bear thee company, m 
lad; I'll meet you at the play; and we'll ſet out for /caly 
to-morrow mornin 

Mir. A match; Gl go pay my compliment of leave 
to my father preſently. 

Dur. Pm afraid hell ſtop you: 

Mir. What pretend a command over me after his ſet⸗ 
tlement of a thonſand pound a year upon me? No, no, 
he. has paſs d away his authority with the conveyancez | 
the will of a living father is chiefly obeyed _ the ſake 
of the dying one. 


What makes the world attend and croud the great ? 
* Hopes, intereſt, and dependence, make their ſtate 
© Behold the anti-chamber filPd with beaux, 

A horſe's levee throng'd with courtly crows. 
© Tho'-grumbling ſubjects make the crown their ſport, 
Hopes of a place will bring the ſparks to court. 
* Dependence, ev'n a father's ſway ſecures, 
For tho? the ſon rebels, the heir is yours. * 
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THE WAY TO WIN HIM. 53; 


ACT V. 


: A 2 


Or in 


SCE NE, the Street before he Pio e., 


— 
1 
* 


Mirabel and Duretete as e from the, Ply, | 


Dar. OW d'ye like this "| Sal W - 
. I lik'd the company; the lady, the 

rich beauty the front- box had my attention? theſe 

impudent pee bring the ladies W to * . 


and to kil every body elſe. 
For , daiths upon the ſta ge the ladies 7997 5 3 5535 


But ne er mind us that in the audience die - 
Dye poet's hero ſhould not move their pain, 


Haut they ſhou'd abet for thaſe their eyes have few 2 


Dur. Hoyty, toyty; did Phillis inſ] pire you with all 
this ? 
Mir. Ten times more; : the olagJiouſes is the inen 
of poetry, becauſe the region of beauty; the ladies, me- 
thinks, have a more triumphant air in the boxes than any 
where elſe, they fit commanding on their thrones with 
all their ſubje& ſlaves about them: their beſt clothes, 
beſt looks, ſhining jewels, ſparkling eyes, the treaſure 
of the world in a ring. Then there's ſuch a hurry of 
pleaſure to tranſport us; the buſtle, noiſe, gallantry, 
* equipage, garters, feathers, wigs,” bows, ſmiles, ogles, 
love, muſic, and applauie : I could _ that my whole 
lite long were the firſt night of a 3 

Dur. The fellow has quite forgot this journey; ; have 
you beſpoke poſt horſes ? 
Mir. Grant me but three days, dear captain, one to 
diſcover the lady, one to unfold myſelf, and one to make 
me happy; and then I'm yours to the world's end. 

Dur. Haſt thou the impudence to promiſe thyſelf a 
lady of her figure and quality in ſo ſhort a time? 

Mir. Yes, ſir—I have a confident addreſs, no diſagree- 
able perſon, and five hundred lewis d'ors in my pocket. 


Dar. Five hundred lewis d'ors! You a'n't mad? 
C4 ; Mir. 


* 


1 wid THE INCONSTANT; ok, 


Mir. I tell you, ſhe's worth five cicnland, one of her 

black brilliant eyes 1s worth a diamond as big as her head. 
. *Tcompar'd her necklace with her looks, and the living 
« jewels out- ſparkled the dead anes by a million.“ 

Dur. But you have own'd' to me, that abating Ori- 
anals pretenſions to marriage, you lov'd her paſſionately 3 ; 
then how can you wander at this rate? | 

Mir. I long'd for a partridge t'other day off the king's 
plate, but d'ye think; becauſe * unte not have if, I 
muſt eat nothing. 84 

Dur. Prithee, Mirabel, 57 quiet; 3ou may remember 
what narrow *ſcapes you have had abroad by following 
ſtrangers; you forget your leap out of the Courteſan's 
window at Bologna, to ſave your fine ring there. 

Mir. My ring's a trifle, there's nothing we poſſeſs 
comparable to what we deſire be-ſhy of a lady bare- 
facꝰd in the front - box with a thouſand . in jewels 
about her neck! For ſhame, no more. 

Enter Oriana in Boy's Clotbes with a Letter. 
Ori. E your name, Mirabel, fir ? 


\ Mare Ves, an 
Ori. A letter from your uncle in Picardy. 14 2 

YET, * Lie the Ls, 
7 Read. Sons. If 


L arer is tbe ſon 8 a Protefant gers lima, 400 
Ming for his religion, left me the charge of this youth, 
[a pretty boy.] He's fond of ſome handſome ſervice that may 
afford him opportunity wh Wan ; ew: care of bim 
will _ e | a Wade 8. 


Has t amid to travel child? 8555 
Ori. Tis my deſire, ſir; I ſhould be pleas'd os aferrs 
2 a traveller 1 in any capacity. S | 
Mir. A hopeful inclination ; you ſhall along with me 
into Italy, as my page. 
Dar. I don't think it ſafe, the rogue 8 [Noife awith- 
3 handſome. The play's done, and ſome of 
the ladies come this way. 

Enter Lamorce, with her train born up 3s a Page. 
Mir. Duretete, the very dear, — ſhe. 
_ Dar. And what then? 


Mir. | 


THE WAY TO WIN LIM. as 
Mir. Why *tis ſhe. 0 
Dur. And what then, fir ? 3 | 
Mir. Then! Why Look'e, firrah, the firſt piece- 
of ſervice I put on you, is to follow chat lady? coach, 


and bring me word where ſhe lives. [7 Oriana. 
Ori. I don't know the roms 2 and am. N of 

long o | | 
Mir. Pſhaw.. 


Lam: Page, what's 1 of all my . 3 

Page. I can't tell, make, I can ſee no hgn of your t 
ladyſhip*s coach. 

Lim. That fellow is got into Bis old ack; and 
fall'n drunk ſomewhere ; rone of the footmen ay * 

Page. Not one, madam. 

Lam. Theſe ſervants are the plague o our res, 
what ſhall I do? — 

Mir. By all my dope; fartune pimps. for! me; nom 
Duretete for a piece of gallantry. | 

Dur. Why you won't fure? r 
Mir. Won't, brute! Let not your fainandd negte; 
madam, put your ladyſhip to any inconvenience, for 
you can't be diſappointed of -an equipage whilſt mine 
waits below ; and wou'd you honour, the maſter ſo «ar, 
he would be proud to pay bis'attendance. BOY a 

Dur. Ay to be ſure. 2 

Lam. Sir, I won't prefurte- to be — 
habitation is a great way off. 

Dur. Very true, madam, and he's a little 3 be- 
ſides, madam, a hackey-coach will do as well, madam. 

Mir. Rude beaſt, be quiet! [To Duretete.] The far- 
ther from home, tory the more occakion” you have 
for a guard — pray, madam— 

Lam. Lard, ſir. —[He foxes to ging, he to 2 it in 

8 U. 

Dur. Ah! the devil's in his ipupadence)a now he 
wheedles, ſhe ſmiles ; he flatters, ſhe fimpers; he ſwears, 
ſhe believes; he's a rogue, and ſhe's a w— in a moment. 
Mir. Without there! my coach;  Duretete, wiſn me 
joy. 6 [Hants the Lady out, 

Dur. Wiſh you a ſurgeon ! Here you little Picard, 80 
follow your maſter, and he'il lead uu —- 
C4 oni. 
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Ori. Whither, fir? e 321 14 13 * 4 
Dur. To the academy, child: tis the faſhion, with 
men of quality, to teach their pages their exereiſes- go. 
n, Won't you go with him 100, fir; that woman 
may do him ſome harm, I don't like her. 

Dur. Why, how now Mr. Page, do you ſtart up to 
give laws of a ſudden ; do you pretend to riſe at court, 
and difapprove the pleaſure of your betters : Look'e, 
firrah, if ever you wou'd riſe by a great man, be ſure to 
be with him in his little actions, and, as a ſtep to your 
advancement, follow your maſter immediately, and 
make it your hope that he goes to a bawdy-houſe. 

Ori. Heav'ns forbid. Fe Ait. 

"Dug. Now wou'd I ſooner take a cart in company 0 
the Hangman, than a coach with that woman: what 
ſtrange antipathy have I taken againſt theſe creatures - 
a woman to me is averſion upon averfion, a cheeſe, a 
cat, a breaſt of mutton, the ſqualling of children, the 
grinding of knives, and the ſnuff of a candle. [ Exit. 

SCENE, a hand/ome apartment. 
5 Enter Mirabel and Lamorce. 
Tam. To convince me, fir, that your ſervice was 
ſomething more than good breeding, pleaſe to lay out 
an hour of your company upon my dere, as you have 
already upon my neceffity. e e e 

Mir. Vour deſire, madam, has only prevented my re- 
queſt: my hours! make 'em yours, madam, eleven 
twelve, one, two, three, and all that belong to thoſe 
happy minutes. phe EE ons 

Lam. But I muſt trouble you, fir, to diſmiſs your re- 

tinue, becauſe an equipage at my door, at*this time of 
night, will not be conſiſtent with my reputation. 

Mir. By all means, madam, all but one little boy— 
Here, Page, [Enter Oriana] order my coach and fer- 
vants home, and do you ſtay; *tis a fooliſh country boy, 
that knows nothing but innocence, [Exit Oriana. 

Lam. Innocence, ſir? I ſhould be ſorry if you made 
any ſiniſter conſtructions of my freedom. 

Mir. O madam, I muſt not pretend to remark upon any 
body's freedom, having ſo entirely forfeited my 7 

Ai. 


— 


Tm WA v To rh of HTM. * 
Lam. Well, fir, *twere convenient towards. our eaſy. TH 
correſ pondence, that we enter d into a free confidence of a 
each other, by a mutual declaration of what we are, an 
what we think of one another.—Now, fir, what are ?- 
Mir. In three words; madam,—L am am a otntleman,, 


E have five hundred pounds 1 in 5 e ws a. 1. 


, Fans: And your name is ä | 2 

Mir. Muffapha. Now, ate the inventory &f 
your fortunes. 

Lam. My name is Lamorce; my birth noble; I was: 
married young, to a proud, rude, ſullen, impetuous fel-⸗ 
tow ; the huſband ſpoiled the gentlemen ; crying ruin'd. 
my face, *till at laſt T took heart, leap*d out Nr 4 
dow, got away to my friends, ſu'd my tyrant, and re- 
covered my fortune Il liv'd. from fifteen to twenty to 

_ pleaſe a huſband ;. from twenty to forty I'm reſolw'd to 
pleaſe myſelf and from thence upwards III humour the 


world. 
© Mir. The charming wild. notes of a bird broke out 


© of its cage. 

Lam. I mark?d you at the play, and ſomething I Cw 
© of a well-furniſſi'd, careleſs, agreeable tour about you. 
© Methought your eyes made their mannerly demands. 
with ſuch an arch modeſty, that I don't know ho W 
* but Pm elop'd.. Ha, ha, ha! I'm elop'd.“ 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha! L rejoice in your good fortune with 
all my heart. 

Lam. O, now I think on't, Mr. Muftapha, you have- 
got the fineſt ring there, I cou'd ſcarcely believe it right;. 
pray let me ſee it. | 

Mir. Hum! Yes, madam, tis, tis right—but, bat,, 
but, but, but, it was given me by my mother, an old. 
family ring, madam, an old-faſhjon'd. family-ring. 

Lam. Ay, fir—If you can entertain yourſelf * with a: 
ſon g' for a moment, I'll wait on you CE Teens * come: 

* in . * 
Enter Singers. 


Call what you pleaſe, fir. 
Air. The new ſong. —— Prithee, Phillis, 
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. Me. Certain) the ſtars have been in a ſtrange intri- 
; fave humour v 4% 1 1 this night ſhau'd 
eh ad 4 bride 3 in my Ids and that 1 9 0 Uke 


3 =_ er rhe flier 4 wks give: 0 barn; 
© That's mine by ties of nature, wot of art; 
© WF ho boldly owns whateer her rhoughts indite, 
© And is tos modeſt for a hypocrite." | 


by | + TENT appears. at the door, as he. runs ard; her, 

four Bravoes ſtep in before ber. He farts back... N 
She comes, ſhe comes Hum, hum Bitch Murder'd, 
murder d to be ſure ? The curſed ſtrumpet I To make 
me ſend away my ſervants Nobody near me! Theſe 
cut-throats always make ſure work. What ſhall I do? 
I have but one way. { Alde] Are theſę gentlemen your re- 
lations, madam ? f | 

Lam. Yes, fir. A 

Mir, Gentlemen your moſt "nao 3 3 fir, your 
moſt faithful, yours, ſir, with all my heart; your moſt 
obedient—come, gentlemen, ¶ Salutes all round pleaſe 
to ſit—no ceremony, next the lady, pray ſir. 

Lam. Well, fir, and how d'ye like my friends? 

[They all ft. 

Mir. O, madam, the moſt fniſh'd gentlemen |! was 
never more happy in good company in * rl life; I 
ſuppoſe, fir, you have ae A5 

I ra. Les r. i;:;; 

Mir. Which way, may I preſume * 

1 Bra. In a weſtern barge, ſir. 7 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha! very r ; facetious pretty gen- 
tleman |! 

Lam. Ha, ha, ha! fir, you —4— got the prettieſt 
ring upon you finger there——— — 

Mir. Ah? madam, tis at your ſervice with all my 
heart. = Lerne the ring. 


Lam. 


Pray ST. 


99 £ ES ds . # 3 Po 


n wiv To WIE Hrn. 39 


4 Hg By no meaus, fir, a fan ally t ting n 
ir. No: matter, re Seven kundzeg h by 
e 3 18 e 
2 Bra. Pray, fir, what's o*clock ? Sn 
. Hum ! Sir, I have left my "watch, at 929 :. | 
2 Braw. I thought 1 faw the ſtring of it juſt now | 
Me. Ods my lie, ſir, P beg your pardon, here re it is 
— but it don't 80. Pulling it uþ. 
4 Lam. O dear fir, an Engli watch! Tonpin's 1 * 
me. 


Mir. D'ye like it. madam no ceremony tis at 
your ſervice with all my heart and foul——T Mien 8 ! 
Hang ye. ¶ Aſade. 


1 Bra. But, fir, above all things, 1 admire: _ 
faſhion and make of your fword-hilt. Q 
"MF. Fm mighty glad you like it, fie. 
1 Bra. Will you part with it, * 
Mir. Sir, T won't fell it. 72 
1 Bra. Not fell it, fir! 
Mir. No, pentlemen,———— but] rut below it with alt 
my heart, [Offering its 
i Bra. O, fir, we ſhall rob-you. 10 
© That you do Pl be ſworn. [Hfide. ] I have ano- 
ther at home, pray, fir, —Gentlemen'you're'too modeſt, 
have I any thing elfe that you fancy —* Sir, will you. 
do mea favour?ꝰ To the 1 Bravo.] Tam extremely in 
love with that wig which you wear, will you do me the 
favour to change with me? : 
1 Bra. Look'e, fir, this is a family wigs, and I wou'd: 
not part with it, but if you hke it 
Mir. Sir your moſt humble ſervant. [They F WIL. 
1 Bra. Madam, your moſt humble ſlave. 
[ Goes up foppiſoly to the. Lady, ſalutes ber, 
2 Bra. The fellow's very liberal ; ſhallwe murder him? 
1 Bra. What! Let him 'ſcape to hang us all! And I 
to loſe my wig; no, no! I want but a handſome pre- 
rence to quarrel with him,. for you know we muſt act 
Hke gentlemen. * Here, ſome wine [ Vine here. ] Sir 
your good health. [Pulls Mirabel by the noſer 
Mir. Oh ! fir, your moſt humble ſervant ; a pleaſant 
fralic enough, to drink a man's health, and pull _ 
| C 6. * 
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by the noſe : ha, ha, ha, the N pretty-humour'd 
gentleman. _ 

© Lam. Help the gentleman to a glaſs,” [Mir drinks, 

1 Bra. How ye | like the wine, fir? 

Mir. Very good o' the kind, fir = But I tell ye what ; 
IT find we're all inclin'd to be frolicſome, and Ppad, for 
my own part, I was never more diſpoſed to be merry ; 
let's make a night on't, ha! This wine is pretty; but 


I have ſuch Burgundy at home.—Look'e, gentlemen, let 


me ſend for half a dozen flaſks of my Burgundy, I defy 
France to match it ;—”'Twill make us all life, all air, 
pray, gentlemen. | 

2 Bra. Eh! Shall us have his Burgundy / 

1 Bra. Yes, faith, we'll have all x, can; FORM call up 
the gentleman's ſervant—What think you, Lamorce ? 

Lam. Yes, yes, your ſervant is a fooliſh country 
boy, fir, he underſtands nething but innocence. ' 

Mir. Ay, ay, madam. —Here, Page, [ Enter Oriana.] 
take this key, and go to my butler, order him to ſen 
haif a dozen flaſks of the ao Burgundy, mark'd a thon- 
fand ; and be ſure you make haſte, 1 long to entertain 
my friends here, my very good friends. 

Omnes. Ah, dear, fir! 

1. Bra. Hire. child, take a glaſs of wine—You? 
maſter and I have chang'd wigs, honey, in a frolic. 
Where had you this e boy, honeſt Mutapha 1 

Ori. Muſtapha / 

Mir. Out of Picardy—— this is the firſt errand he has 
made for me, and if he does it right, I'II encourage him. 

Ori. The red Burgundy, fir. 

Mir. 'The red, 'mark'd a thouſand, and de fure you 
make haſte. 

Ori. I ſhall, fir. | 1 [Exit.. 

1 Bra. Sir you were pleas'd' to like my wig, have 

you any fancy for my coat ?—Look'e, fir, it has ſerv'd 
a great many honeſt gentlemen very fai thfully. 

Mir. Not ſo faithfi ally, for I'm afraid it has got a ſcurvy 
trick of leaving all it's maſters in 8 —The info- 
lence of theſe : 13 beyond their cruelty. He. 

Lam. You're melancholy, fir. 

Mir. Only concern'd, madam, that I fou'd have no 


ſervant here but this little boy—— he'll make ſome con- 
founded 
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founded blunder, , Pl lay my life on't, 1 wou'd not be 


diſappointed of my wine for the univ 
Lam. He'll do well. Tough: fir; but ſupper's ready, 


| will you pleaſe to eat a bit, 


Mir. O, madam, 1 never had a better Romach irn 


Lam, Come then, we have nothing buta 1 of ſoup. p. 
Mir. Ah! the marriage- ſoup I cou'd diſpenſe with 


now. [Afide.]J Exit, handing the lady 
2 Bra. That wig won't fall to your ſhare. ee 


I Bra. No, no, we'll ſettle that after ſapper, in the 


* 


mean time the gentleman ſhall wear it. 

2 Bra. Shall we diſpatch him ? 

3 Bra. To be ſure. I think he knows me. 

1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead men tell no tales; I wonder: 
the impudence of the Eagliſb rogues, that will hazard the 
meeting a man at the bar whom they have encounter'd 
upon the road! I ha'nt the confidence to look a man in 
the face aſter J have done him an inj ury, therefore we'll 
murder him. [Excunt, 

SCENE baker to Old Mirabel's houſe. 
Enter Duretete. | 

Hos My friend has forſaken me, I have abadddn's 
my miſtreſs, my time lies heavy upon my hands, and my 
money burns in my pocket—But now I think ont, my 
myrmidons are = kj duty to-night; ; I'll fairly ſtrole 
down to the guard, and nod away the night with my 
honeſt lieutenant over a flaſk of wine, arake-helly ſtory, 
and a pipe of tobacco. [ Going I, Biſ. meets Es. 

Bi/. Who comes there? ſtand ! 

Dur. Hey day, now ſhe's turn'd dragon. NEG 
Bi/. Look'e, fir, Im told you intend to travel again, 
I defign to wait on you as far as Italy. | 

Dur. Then I'll travel into Wales. 

Biſ. Wales ! What country's that? | 

Dur. The land of mountains, child, where you're 
never out of the way, cauſe there's no ſuch thing as a 
high road. | 

Bi. Rather always in a high- road, cauſe you | travel all _ 
upon hills; — but be't as it will, I'll jog along with you. 

Dur. But we * to ſail to the * Indies. 
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6% RR INCONSTANT: OR. 
© Baft or Wt; atis all one to me 3. Pai th | and 
ncht. and the fitter for failing. "gh 
Dar. Rut ſuppoſe we take chro? Germany, and drink 


hard. at 
1 Suppoſe I rake thro? cone. and drink harder 
ae an you. en 30806 


„Dir. Suppoſe 1 go to a bawdy-houſe. - 
i. Suppoſe Ihew you the way-- e 
Dur. *Sdeath, woman, will you E to the guard with 
me, and ſmoak a pipe? 
„ Alen ene 
Dur. The devil's in the woman ere. 1 hang 
myfelf. 

Bi/. There P11 leave you. TN = 

Dar. And a happy riddance, the gallows i is welcome. 

B/. Hold, hold, Sir N bim by rhe arm going. * 
ene word before we part. 

Dur. Let me go, madam, or I ſhall chink, that 
you're. a man, and perhaps may examine you. 

Bi. Stir if you dare; I have ſtill fpirits to attend me; 
and can raiſe ſuch a muſter of fairies as ſhall puniſh you 
to death Come, fir, ſtand the: e now and ogle me: [ He 
frowns upon her.] Now a languiſhing ſigh! ¶ He groans.] 
Now run and take my fan. faſter. (He runs and 
takes it 1 J Now play wich it handfomely. 

Dur. Ay, ay [ He tears it all in pieces. 

Bi. Hoid, hold, dear ee. coxcomb; Captain, 
fpare my fan, and III Why, you rude, inhuman mon- 
ſter, don't you expect to pay for this? 

Dur. Ves, madam, Were $ twelve pence ;: for that is 

the price on't. | 

Bi/.. Sir, it coſt a guinea. 

Dur. Well, madam, you ſhall have the! kicks again. 

[ T hrows. them to her, and Exit. 

B50 Ha, ha, ha! ridiculous below my concern. I 
mutt follow him however, to know if he can give me: 
any news of Oriana. [Exit. 

SCENE changes to Lamorce- s. Lodgings. 
Enter Mirabel /olus. - | 

Mir. Bloody hell-hounds, I over-heard you. was. 
not I two hours ago the happy, gay, rejoicing 4 . 

od 
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bel. 4 ow did I ume my hopes in a fair comin 6 ſpe 
272 ong. _—_ years? Life courted me — — 
charms of vigour, youth. and fortune; and to be torn 
away from all my promiſed joys is more than death; the 
manner too, by villains.—O my Oriana, this very mo- 
ment might have bleſs'd me in thy arms, and my poor | 
boy! the innocent boy. Confuſion But huſh, they 
come: I muſt diſſemble ſtill No news of my wine, 
gentlemen? . i ET - * 


| Enter the four Bravoes.. © 
1 Bra. No, fir, I believe your country-booby has loft 
himſelf, and. we can wait no longer Ps :— —— True, 
fir, you're a pleaſant gentleman, but I ſuppoſe you un- 
derftand our buſineſs. - - © ov r, — Toes 
Mir. Sir, I, may go near to gueſs at your employ- 
ments; you, fir, are a lawyer, I preſume, you a phy- 
ſician, you a ſcrivener, and you a ſtock-jobber.— All 
cud he , [Aſde. 
4 Bra. Sir, 1 am a broken officer; I was caſhier'd at 
the head of the army for a coward: ſo I took up the 
trade of murder to retrieve the reputation of my courags. 
3 Bra. I am a ſoldier too, and wou'd ſerve my king, 
but I don't like the quarrel, and I have more honour _ 
than to Gght in a bad cauſe. 7 IAÞ1: ü 


” 


2 Bra. I was bred a, gentleman, and have no eſtate, 
but I muſt have my whore and my bottle, thro? the pre- 
judice. of, edncatign. ..o: mig 163 ho hl. 

1 Bra. I am a ruffian too, by the prejudice of educa- 
tion, I was bred a butcher. In ſhort, fir, if your wine 
had come, we might have trifled a little longer.—Come, 
fir, which ſword will you fall by ? mine, fr? | 


2 Bra. Or mine? | [ draws, 
3 Bra. Or mine? Nl Iarasus. 
4 Bra. Or mine? draws. 


Mir. I ſcorn to beg my life; but to be butcher'd thus! 
[4nocking] O there's the wine :>——— this moment for 
my life or death, 3 | 
"7 Enter Oriana, © 1 
© Loſt, forever loſt! Where's the wine, child ? | faintly. 

Ori. Coming up, ſix. [Stamps. ] 

Enter 


- 


P ob Hern, ah; 


— et. «x 
3 
—— 


n * 


— 


Euter Duretete with his ſword drawn, and Fx of the” 
grand muſqueteers with their pieces preſented, the ' 
Ruffians 2 their ſfabordt. \Oriana goes 

Mir. The wine, the wine, the wine. Youth, pleaſure, 

figs days and years, are now my own agam.—Ah, 

my dear friends, did not I tell you this wine wou'd make 

me merry? Dear captain, theſe gentlemen are the beſt 

natur d, en, witty creatures, that ever you knew. 
Enter Lamorce. 

Lam. 1 the wine come, ſir? 

Mir. O yes, madam, the wine is come — ſee there? 
[ Pointing to the ſoldiers.] Your ladyſhip has got a very 
fine ring upon your finger. 

Lam. Sir, tis at your ſervice. 


Mir. O ho! is it ſo? Thou dear ſeven headed cond; 


thou'rt welcome home again, with all my heart—Ad's my 


life, madam, you have got the fineſt built watch there ! 


Tompion's, I preſume. 


Lam. Sir, you may wear it. 
Mir. O, madam, by no means, tis too much Rob 


you of all! 5 [Taking it from her] Good dear time, thou'rt 
a precious thing, Pm glad Thaveretriev'd thee : . 
it up] What, my friends neglected all this while! Gen- 
tlemen, you'll pardon my complaiſance to the lady.— 
How now—1s it civil to be fo out of humour at my en- 
tertainment, and 1 fo pleaſed with yours? Captain, 
you're ſurpriſed at all this! but we're in our frolics, you 
muſt know. Some wine here. 
Enter Servant with wine. 
Come, Captain, this worthy gentleman's health. 
[Teveaks the firſt Bravo by the noſe ; he roars. 

But now, where where's my dear deliverer, my boy, 


my charming boy ! 
1 Bra. I hope ſome of our crew below-ſtairs have dif- 


patch'd him. 
Mir. Villain, what ſay'ſt thou? Diſpatch'd! ll have 


ye all tortured; rack'd, torn to 1 alive; if you have 
touch'd my boy. — Here, page !. page | page! [ Runs out. 
Dur. Here, gentlemen, be ſure you ſecure thoſe fellows. 
1 Bra. Yes, fir, we know you and your guard will be 


* civil to us. 
; | . Dur. 


- 
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Dur. Now for you, madam ;—He, he, he !—T'm fo 

pleas'd to think that I ſhall be reveng*d of one woman 

fore I die Well, miſtreſs Snap Dragon, which of theſe 
honourable gentlemen i is ſo happy to call you wife? 

1 Bra. Str, ſhe ſhould have been mine to-night, *rauſe 
Sampre here had her laſt night. Sir, me“ 5 very true to 
us all fou... 

Dur. Take 'em to juſtice. [The one -y off the Brav: 
Enter Old Mirabel, Dugard, Bifarre. 

Old Mir. Robin, Robin, where's Bob P where's my boy? 
— What, is this the lady? a pretty whore, faith.---Hark'e, 
child, becauſe my ſon was ſo civil as to oblige you with a 
coach, I'll treat with a cart, indeed I will. 

Drag. Ay, madam,—and you ſhall have a fries 
equipage, three or four thouſand footmen at your hee 
at leaſt, | 

Dur. No leſs becomes her quality. 

Bi. Faugh! the monſter ! 

Dur. Monſter ! ay, you're all a little monſtrous, let 


me tell you. 
5 Enter Mirabel. 

Ola Mir. Ah, my dear Bob, art thou ſafe, man? 

Mir. No, no, fir; 'm ruin'd, the ſaver of my life is loſt, 

Old Mir, No, he came and brought us the news. 

Mir. But where is he? [ Eater Oriana.] Ha! [Rane 
and embraces her.] My dear preſerver, what ſhall I do to 
recompence your truſt? — Father, friends, gentlemen, 
behold the youth that has reliev'd me from the moſt ig- 
nominious death, from the ſcandalous poniards of theſe 
bloody ruffians, where to have fall'n would have defam'd 
my memory with vile reproach. — My life, eſtate, my 
* all, is due to ſucha favour'—Command me, child, be- 
fore you all, before my late, ſo kind indulgent ſtars; I 
{wear to grant whate'er you aſk. 

Ori. To the ſame ſtars indulgent now to me, I will 

appeal as to the juſtice of my claim; Tſhall demand but 
what was mine before——the juſt 11 of your 
contract to Oriana. [ Diſcewering herſelf 

Om. Oriana ! 

Ori. In this diſguiſe I reſolv'd to follow you abroad, 
counterfeited that letter that 8 me into yaur ſervice; 


and fo, by this ſtrange turn of fate, I became the inſtru- 
ment 


. 
25 


go 
* 
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ment of yeur preſervation ;- © few common ſervants wou'd 
have had ſuch cunning ; my love inſpir'd me with the 
meaning of your meſſage, cauſe the concern for Fur 
« ſ{fety made me ſuſpect your company.“ 

Dur. Mirabel you're caught. 

Mir. Caught! I ſcorn the thought of 8 the 
© tricks and artful cunning of the {ex I have deipis'd, and 
broke thro” all contrivance. Caught! No, *tis my vo- 
« Juntary act: this was no human ſtratagem, but by my 

« providential ſtars, defign'd to ſhew the dangers wan- 
* dering youths incur by the purſuit of an unlawful love, 
to plunge me headlong in the ſnares of vice, and then 
© to free me by the hands cf virtue:? here, on my knees, 
I humbly beg my fair preſerver's pardon ; my thanks are 
1 for alf I owe. And now for ever do. pro- 
teſt me yours. 

' Old Mir. Tall, all di dall. (fengs.) Kiſs me, daugh- 
| ter—no, you mall kiſs me firſt, forge Lamorce) for you're 
the cauſe on't. Well, Zi/arre, da ſay you to the cap- 
tain? 

Bi/. I like the beaſt well enough, but I don't under- 
ſand his paces ſo well as to venture him in a ſtrange road. 

Old Mir. But marriage is ſo beaten a path that you 
can't go wrong. | 

Biſ. Ay, tis ſo beaten that the way is ſpoil'd. 
Dur. There is but one thing ſhou' 3 me thy huſ- 
band I cou'd marry thee to-day for the privilege of 
beating thee to-morrow. 

Bi). And then 

Old Mir. Come, come, you may agree for all this, 
Mr. Dugard, are not you pleas'd with this? | 

Dug. So pleas'd, that if I thought it might ſecure your 
ſon's affection to my ſiſter, I wou'd double her fortune. 
Mir. Fortune! has ſhe not given me mine? my life, 
eſtate, my all, and what is more, her virtuous ſelf. — 
Virtue, in this 10 advantageous light, has her on ſpark- 
ling charms, more tempting far than glittering gold or 
Hog. Behold the foil / Pointing to Lamorce) that ſets 
this brightneſs off! (To Oriana.) Here view the pride 
(To Oriana.) and ſcandal of the ſex. (To Lamorce.) 
There (To Lam.) the falſe meteor, whoſe deluding light 
leads mankind to deſtruction. Here * 0 * ho 

* a | right 
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bright ſninin ng ſtar that guides to a fecurity of happineſs, 
a garden and a fingle ſhe (To Oriana) was our firſt fa- 
chant s bliſs; the rompeer (* ToLam.) and to wander, was 
his curſe, 


_ What 8 can be ſo remptin there, 3 7 0 DA 
A. Ne ft, virtuous, am rous 242 here? (Jo Ori. 
. [Exeunt omnen. 


8 ON 6: 


87 N GCE, Celia, *tis not in our power 
To rell Bow long our lives may laſt, 
Begin to love this very hour, 
7 a ve 12 too much in what is paſt. 


For fon fac be — awe all obey, 

Has in your breaft my heart confin'd, 
Let me my body to it lay, 

In vain in you 4 pare ry natu re Jois d. 


* 


E PI. 
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TRNOM Fletcher' great original to day 
Me took the hint of this our modern play; | 
Our author, from his lines, has ſtrove to paint 
A witty, wild, inconſtant, free gallant: 
With'a gay ſoul, with ſenſe, and will to reve, £ 


OO ne on ee 1; \ 
= - —— — — 4 is 


With language, and with ſoftneſs fram'd to move, 
With little truth, but with a world of love. | | 
Such forms on maids in morning ſlumbers wait, 


— 


i 
4 
3 
nl 


When fancy firſt inſtructs their hearts to beat, 
When firft they wiſh, and figh for what they know not yet. 
Frown not, ye fair, to think your lovers may , 
Reach your cold hearts by ſome unguarded way ; 
Let Villeroy's 7 make you abe, 
There's danger /till in darkneſs and ſurpriſe; 
2 from his rampart he defy'd the foe, 
Prince Eugene found an aquedudt below. 
With eaſy freedom and a gay addreſs, 
A preſſing lover ſeldom wants ſucceſ -t 
Whilft the reſpeckful, like the Greek, /fts down, 
And waſtes a ten years fliege before the town, 
For her own ſake, let no forſaken maid, 
Our wanderer, for want of love, upbraid; 
Since tis a ſecret, none ſhou'd e er confeſs, 
That they have loft the happy pow'r to pleaſe. _ 
1f you ſuſpe the rogue inclin'd to break, ED 
Break firſt, and fwear you ve turn d him off a week 
As princes, when they reſly flate/men doubt, 
Before they can ſurrender, turn em out. 
hate er you think, grave uſes may be made, 
And much even for inconſtancy be ſaid. 55 
Let the good man for marriage-rites deſigu d, 
With ftudious care, and diligence of mind, c 
Turn over every page of womankind ; _ 
Mark every ſenſe, and how the readingsvary, 
And, auben he knows the worſt on't,—let him marry. 


7 | 


PLAYS en E. Lawrie an” 
PARTNER S, at Six-pence each. 


A 


an Hour 
Albion and Alanis, by 
Dryden 
Alchpmiſt by FenJohafon 
- Alcthiades, by Otway 
All for Love, by Dryden 
Ambitious Step-mother, 
buy Rowe 
Amboyna, by Dryden 
Amphitryon, by Dryden 
Anatomiſt, by Ravenſcroft 
Anna Bullen, by Bankes 
As you like It, by Shake- 
ſpeare 
Artful Huſband, by Ta- 
verner 
Athaliah, by Mr. Duncomb 
Aurengzebe, by Dryden 
Bartholomew Fair, by Ben 
Johnſon 
Baſſet Table, by Centhvre 
Beaux Stratagem, by Far- 
quhar | 
Beggars Opera, by Gay 
Biter, by Rowe 
Bold Stroke for a Wife 
Britiſh Enchanters, 
Lanſdown 
Buſiris, by Dr. Young 
Buſy Body, by Centlvre 
Caius Marius, by Otway 
Careleſs Huſband, by Cib- 
__ 
Catiline, by Ben Johnſon 
Cato, by Addiſon 


by 


Bramule, b Dr. Tra Chances D. * — 
Thee of 120 ham Sd &* 


Chaplet, by Mr. Nee 


Cleomenes, by Dryden 


Cobler of Preſton 2 

Comedy of Errors, by 
Shakeſpeare 

n Lovers, by Cib- 


Committee, by Sir . | 
Howard | 

Confederacy, by f 

Conſcious Lovers, by Steels 

Conſtant Couple, by Far- 
quhar 

Contrivances, by C 

Country Laſſes, by C. John» 


ſon 


Country Wife, byWycherly 


Cymbeline, altered by Mr. 
Garrick 

Damon and Phillida, by 
Mr 0 Dibden 

Devil of a Wiſe 

Devil to pay, by Coffey 

Diſtreſſed Mother, by 
Amb. Phillips 

Don Carlos, by Otway 

Double Dealer, by Con- 

reve 

Double Gallant, by Cibber 

Dragon of Wantley _ 

Drummer, by Addiſon 

Duke and no Duke, by Sit 
A. Cockain | 

Duke of Guiſe, by Dryden 


Earl of _ by Dankes | 


- PLAYS for T. LowupzEs and PaAT RAS. 


Romeo and Juliet, altered 
Roby Mr. Garrick 


3” Merchant, by Beau- 


mont 


Rule a Wife and have ® + 


Wife 
School Boy, by Cibber 
Scornful Lady, by Beau- 
mont and Fletcher 
She would and ſhe would 
not, by Cibberr 


She would if ſhe could, by 


Etherege 

Siege of Damaſcus, by 
ee 5G: 

Silent Woman, by B. John- 
n 

Sir Courtly Nice, by 
Crown 

Sir Harry Wildar, by 
Farquhar _ 

Sir Martin Mar-All, by 

- Dryden - 

Sir Walter Raleigh, by 
Dr. Sewell 

Squire of Alſatia, by T. 
Shadwel! 

Stage Coach, by F arquhar 

State of Innocence, by 
Dryden 

Strollers 

Suſpicious Huſband, by 
Dr. Hoadley 

Tamerlane, by Rowe 

Tempeſt, by Shakeſpeare 

Tender Huſband, by Steele 

Theodoſius, or the Force 
of Love 

T mon of Athens, by 

| iShakeſpeare | 


Titus and Berenice, with 
the Cheats of Scapin b 
by Otway . 


Twelfth Night, by Shake- 
ſpeare 

Twin Rivals, by Far- 

r 


Two Gentlemen oe” Ve- 
rona 

Venice Preſerved, by ad 
way 

Ulyſſes, by Rowe | 

Way of 'the World, by 
Congreve | 

What d'ye call it? by hed 

Wife to be let 

Wife's Relief, or Huſ⸗ | 
band's Cure 

Wild Gallant, by Dryden 

Wit without Money 

Woman's a Riddle 

Wonder, a Woman keeps 
a Secret, by Centlivre 

Zara, with the Interlude, 

by A. Hill Eſq; 

Agis, 1s 

Arden of Feverſham, 1s. 

Douglas, 1s 

Eaſtward Hoe, 1s 


Gentleman Dancing Maſ- 


ter, 18 
Love in a Wood, 1s 
Paſquin, 1s 
Perkin Warbeck, 1s 
Plague of Riches, French 

and Engliſh, 1s 
Plain Dealer, 1s 
Siege of Aquileia, is 
1 


PLAYS for T. Lownvzs andPanTHERs, | 


Every Man in his Humour 
Fair Penitent, by Rowe 
Fair Quaker of Deal, wy 
-.  CoShadwell - 
Falſe Friend 
Fatal Curioſity - 
Fatal Secret, by Theobald 
Flora, or Hob i in the Well 
Fox, by Ben Johnſon 
Friendſhip in F aſhion, by 
_ .Otway 

Funeral, by Sir R. Steele 
Gameſter, byMrs Centlivre 
Gentle Shepherd 
George Barnwell, * = 
Gloriana 

Greenwich Park 
Hamlet, by Shakeſpear 
Henry IV. 2 Parts, by ditto 
Henry V. by ditto 
1 3 Parts, by ditto 
Henry VIII. by ditto 
Henry V. by Aaron Hill 
Honeſt Yorkſhireman 

Jane Gray, by Rowe 

Jane Shore, by Rowe 
Inconſtant, by Farquhar 
King John, by Shakeſpeare 
King Lear, by ditto 
King Lear, by Tate 
Limberham, by Dryden 
Love for Love, by Con- 
gireve 

Love in a Miſt 
Love in a Tub, by Echizone 
Love makes a Man, by C. 
Cibber 

Love'ꝰs Laſt Shift, by ditto 
Lying Lover, by Steele 
Macbeth, by Shakeſpeare 


Old Bachelor, by . 


Man of Mode, by Etherege 5 


Mariamne, by Fenton 
Meaſure for Meaſure, by 
Shakeſpeare 
Merchant of Venice, by | 
Shakeſpeare _ 
Miſtake, -by, Vabeg 
Mourning Bride, by Con- 
greve 
Much ado about Nothing 
Muſtapha, by Lord Orrery 
Nonjuror, by C. Cibber 
Oedipus, by Dryden 


Oroonoko, by Southern 
Orphan, by Otway  . 
Othello, by Shakeſpeare 


Perjured Huſband. 


Perolla and Iſidora, by C. 
Cibber 

Phædra and Hippoltus, by 

Smith 

Pilgrim, by Beaumont and 

Fletcher 

Polly, by Mr. Gay 

Propheteſs, by Beaumont 

Provok' d Huſband, by C. 
Cibber 

Provok'd Wife, by Van- 
brugh 7. 

Recruiting Officer, by F ar- 

uhar 

Refuſal, by Cibber 

Rehearſal, by D. of Bucks 

Relapſe, by Vanbrugh 

Revenge, by Dr. Young 

Richard III. by C. Cibber 

Rival Fools, by Cibber 

Rival-Ladies, by Dryden 

Rival Queens, by Lee 


TRAGEDIES aa COMEDIES in oa, 
5 | at 15. 6d; each, : 


\ CHILLES, an opera, 
by Gay | 
| Alzuma, by TY Murphy 
Akira, by A; Hill, Eſq; 
Art and Nature, by the 
Kev. Mr. Miller 
W 
Athelſtan, by Dr. Brown 
Athelwold, by A. Hill, Eſq; 


Barbarolla, by Dr. Brown 


d, O hy with mu- 


ars rod ſongs, for 
wh - rene Violin, or 
German Flute, 4to 
Bond man 
Brothers, by Cumberland 
Czha, or perjured Lover, 
by C. Johnſon 
Corniſh Squire, by Sir J. 
Voanbrugh 
Coriolanus, altered 
Cymbeline, by Hawkins 
Diſſembled Wanton, by 
Mr. Welſted 
Diſtreſſed Wife, by Gay 
Double Dealer, printed by 
Baſkerville . 
Double Falſhood ; or Dit- 
treſſed Lovers, by Shake. 
ſpeare 
Double Miſtake, by Mrs. 
Griffiths 
Douglas, by Mr. Home 
Elfrid, or the Fair Incon- 
ſtant, by A. Hill, Eqs 
Eurydice, by Mallet 
Falſe Delicacy, by Mr. 
Kelly 
Faſhionable Lover 
Fatal Viſion, by A. Hill 


Foundling, by Mr. Moore 


Love in a Riddle, 


Fl — * 


Gameſter, Mrs, Moore : 
Good-natur'd man 
Guardian Outwitted, by ; 

Dr. Arne 5 


Henry VIE, by Mr. Grove | } 


with cuts 
Humours of Oxford; by 
Mr. Miller | 3 
Jealous Wife, by G. Col- ; 

man, Eſq; E 
Independent Patriot, by . 

F. Linch, Eg: 
Inſolvent, by A. Hill . 
J _ Crew, with the My 1—-— 


King Charles I. by Havard 
Love for Love, printed by 
Baſkerville YN 
with 


muſic © 


Love in a Village, by Mr. : 


Bickerſtaff "2 
Lover, by Mr. The. Cib- | 
ber 
Mahomet, altered by D. 
Garrick, Eſq; 


Bickerſtaff 
Man of Taſte, by Mr. 
Miller 


Maid of the Mill, by Mr, | 


Methodiſt. 


Midas, by K. O'Hara, Eſaz : 
Minor, by Mr. Foote 


Miſer, by Fielding 
Modern Huſband 
 Modiſh Couple, by 0. | 


Bodens, Eſq; 
Momus turned. Fabuliſt 


 Mother-in-Law, by Mr. : 


Miller 
Gil Blas, by Mr. Moore 


